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To hs ious HonoURABLE 


A RTHUR 
Lord ALTHAM, 


BARON of ALTHAM, 
In the Kingdom FTRELAND. 


22 LORD, 


OE TRV, in its firſt Inſtitution, Was 
principally deſign'd to correct and 
Wait Manners. Thence it was that the 
Roman and Athenian Stages were account» 
ed Schools of Divinity and Morality, 
where the Tragick Writers 0: thoſe 
Pays inſpir'd their Audiences with Noble 
nd Heroick Sentiments, and the Comick 
laughed and diverted them out of their 
Vices; and by ridiculing Fo/ly, Iatemperance, 
and Debauchery, gave them an Indignation 
tor thoſe Irregularities, and made them 
purſue the oppotite Virtues, 
This caus'd the Dramatic Poets, in an- 
cient Times not only to be reverenced by 
6 A 3 the 
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& N. DEDICATION: 
the lower Sort of People, but highly e- 
ſteem'd and courted by Perſons of the firſt 
Rank; and though the Writers of latter 
Ages, have, in a greater Meaſure, not to 
Tay in a ſcandalous Manner deviated from 
the Footſteps and Examples of their Pre- 
deceſſors, yet have they found Protection 
and Fav our with thoſe, who have been ſo 
generous as to aſeribe the Faults of the 
Poeſs to the Degenoracy of the Age where- 
Fan HL OY WICEL 

. This Conſideration, my Lord, has im- 
bolden'd me to this Addreſs; for tho on 
the one Hand I am ſenſible, that the fol- 
lowing Piece does little merit your Lord- 
ſhip's Patronage, yet your innate Goodneſs 
and Gencrofity give me Hopes, that your 
Lordfthip will pardon this intruſion, in 
which I have the Examples of all thoſe 
that wrote before me to bear me out. I 
heartily wiſh this Play were more worthy 


of your Lordfhip's Acceptance: Yet ſo 


much, I hope, will be forgiven to the 
Fondneſs of a Mother for her Production, 
it, I fay, in its Favour, that through the 
whole Piece, J have had a tender regard 
to good Manners, and by the main Dritt 
of it, endeavour'd to ridicule and correct 
one of the moſt reigning Vices of the Age. 


I might ſay, as many of my Brethren have 


done upon {lighter Grounds, that this Play 


has had the good Fortune to pleaſe: and 
- 5. divert 


De DEDICATION:. 5 


4 divert the niceſt and politeſt Part of the 


Town; but I ſhould ſet little Streſs on 


their Ap plauſe, had I not ſome Reaſon 


7 to TIT ug your Lordſhip's Approba- 


tion, whoſe Judgment, Penetration, and 


; Diſcernment, are alone ſufficient to do full 
- Juſtice to a Performance of this Kind. 
And now, my Lord, if I followed the 


: beaten Road of Dedicators, it would na- 


a turally en age me in 4 Pane rick u 
pour Lordſhip's Perſonal Furs and boſs 
of your Noble and Pious Family ; but 1 
> ſhall purpoſely decline a Task to which 
I freely own my Ability is — jome; and 
which, tho” 0 ed by a Maſterij Pen, 
5 would make your Modeſty ſuffer, There- 
fore I ſhall conclude, with begging your 
 Loraſhip's Leave to ſubſcribe myſelf, with 
all imaginable SEV and n = 


. uh LOR D, 
Tour Lordfpip! s moſt outen, 
and moſt Devoted, * 
Humble Servant, | 
SUSANNAH CENT-LIVRE. 
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PROLOGUE. 


Spoken by Mr. PeNXETHMAN. 


; Whether of Country, City, Meb, or Court, ey: 
| Poe always found, that none ſuch Hopes inſpire, | 
As you — dear brethren of the Upper Tire. - 


T N all the Faces that to Plays reſort, 


Tet all their Wiſdom nothing «vill avail ; 

FW bo «writes not up to you, tis Ten to One «will fail. 
Tour thundering Plaud it is that deals out Fame; 

Tow make Plays run, tho" of themſelves but Lame : 
HToqy often have 2ve known your Noiſe commanding, 
impoſe on your inferiour Maſters Underſtanding ; 
Therefere, dear Brethren, ( ſince I am one of you ) 

FW bether adorn'd in Grey, Green, Broton, or Blue, 
This Day ftand all by me, as I ill fall by jou. 
And now to let 


Poets, in Prologues, may both preach and rail, © | 


The poor Pit ſee how Pinky*s Voice commands, 


Silence — Now rattle all your Sticks, and clap your grimy 
Hands. | F 49. 

I preet your Love — and let the _—_ Author ſbeav, 7 

Nay, more to prove your Intereſt, let this Play live by you. 


So may you ſhare good Claret with your Maſters, 
Still free in, your Amours from their Diſaſters ; 


Free from poor Houſe-keepirg ; where Peck is under Locks, 


Free from cold Kitchens, and no Chriſtmas- BO: 

So may no long Debates i 1h Fonſe of Commons, 
Alake you in the Lobby ſtarve, «hen Hunger ſummons ; 
But may your plenteous Vails come flocving in, 

(Five you a lucky Hit, and make you Gentlemen , 
Jud thus preferr d, ne er fear the World's Reproaches, 
But ſhake your Eltoxvs with my Lord, and keep your Coaches. 
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EPILOGUE. 


Spoken by Mr. EsTH COUR Te 
| 4 8 


i; HIS goodly PFabrick, to 4 gazing Tur, 
E Seems Fore and Aft, a Three Deckt Man of Il ar 


Abaft, the Hold's the Pit, from thence look up 3. 


' Aloft! that's Savabber's Neſt, that's the Main Jop. 
Side Boxes mann'd with Beau, and modiſb Rate, 
Are like the Fore-Caſtle and Quarter Deck. 


Thoſe dark-diſauiſed, advent rous, black-nos d fer, 
May paſs for Gunners, os a Fire-Ship's Greap.. ' 
Some come like Priuateers a Prize to ſeize, 


And catch the French within the Narraep S.. 


. 


The Orange Ladies, Virgins of Renown, 

Are Powder - Monkies running up and down. 

Me ve here ouv. Calms, cur Storms, and proſp rous Gales,, 
And jhift our Scenes as Seamen ſbift their Sail. 
The Ship's evell mann'd, and not ill woman'd neither, 


So ballaſted and ftow'd, my Lads, ſpè il bear the Meat her 


But greater Dangers vent ring Plaxers alarm; 
This Night's Engagement's worſe thaw any Storm. 
The Poet's Captain, but half dead with Fright, 
She leaves ber Officers to maintain the Fight.; 


Yond middle Teer with. Eighteen Pounders maul us, 


That Upper-Deck with\Great and Small Shot gaul us: 
Put from this Loaber- Teer moſt Harm befals,, 
There's no oppoſing their prevailing Balls. 

At either Foe or Friend their Chain Shot flies,, _ 


— 


Me ſink or ſwim, aue conquer, fall or riſe. 


To fit and rig our Ships much Pains ae tale; 
Grant ve may now a Saving: Voyage make. | 
Here cve re embark'd, and as you ſmile or frown, 


uu are our Stars, by you we live or drowp« 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M EB It 
b a M4 Lord Wor- In Loue with Revel- 
C | ler a Hater of Gaming. 
tf I. Vilks, — Sr James An airy Gentleman, given 
1 Courtly, to Gaming. 
Ar. Bic erftaff, Lovely, In Love with Valeria. 
a2 n Enſign, 
Ar. Bullock — Hir Rich- Formerly Citizen, but now 
5 ard Plainman, lives in Covent - Gar- 
* : deen, a great Lover of a 
| | Soldier, and an inveterate 
h | Enemy tothe French. 
f Ar. Edhcourt— Captain A Sea Officer, deſign'd by 
| Hearty, Sir Richard 20 marry 
7 Valeria. 
Ar. Johnſon, —Sago, > Drugſter in the City, 
Fond of bis Wife.” 
18 Ar. Penkethman--Buckle, Bonis to Lord Worthy. 
8 5 
SH WOM E N. | 
43  2h5.Oldfield,—Lady Re- & Coquetiſh Widow, that 
ſ veller, Fs s a Baſſet- Table. 
| Mrs. n Lu- Her Con ſin, a Religious So- 
5 5 cy, ber La 
TY 5. 'Montford, — Vale- 4 phileſophical Girl, Daugh- 
'S _, ter to Sir Richard, iz 
1 | "0 7! Love cbith Lovely. | 
Ar 


5. Croſs, Mrs. Sago, The Drugſter” s Wife, a 
gaming profuſe Woman, 
great with my Lady Re- 
| | veller, in Love with Sir 
| | 5:5 29 | James. 

Z Ars. Lucas, —Alpiew, Joman to Lady Reveller- 
Ladies, Gentlemen, fer the Baſlet- Table. 
Chairmen, Footmen, &c. | 
7K Scene, Lady Reveller's Lodgines in Covent Gar. 


F dien; the Time, Four 7˙1 the Glock in the Morning. 
8 N 14 * 
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4 A Jarge Hall, a Porter with a Staff, ſeverat 


* 


Chairs waiting, and Footmen aſleep, with 


Torches and Flambeaux ſlanding about 
the Room. | + 2,556 OFT 


| WIEERTAINLY they'll play 
all Night, this is a curſed 
IF Life. 4 
> Port. How long have you 
WIRES lvd with your Lady? 
TS FIESI Doe. A Month; too lon 
by Thirty Days, if this be her Way of Living; 
ſhall be dead before the Year's out: ſhe games all 
Night, and ſleeps all Day. 
Port. Then you fleep too, what's Matter ? 
. Feot. I deny that; for while the ſleeps, 'm em- 
ploy'd in Howd'y'e's, from one End ef the Town to 
the other. . 
Port. But you Reſt, while ſhe's Gaming; What 
would you do, if you led my Life? This is my 
Lady's conſtant Practice. F | 


Foot man. 


ret. 


5 ADE So! 


PPC 
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Lady is gone half an Hour ago. 


8 The Baſſet-Table. 


Foot. Your Lady keeps a Baſſet Table. much good 
may do you with your Service Hark, they are 


broke up. ( within) Ha, hy, my Lady Gamecvell's 
Chair ready there | 


Mr. Sonica's Servant. 
- - The Footmen wake in a hurry. 
_ iſt Foot. Where the Devil is my Flambeaux ? 

2d Foot. So-hey Robin, get the Chair ready, 


my Lady's coming; ſtay, ſtay, let me light my Flam- 


beaux. 


3d Poor. ( yaapning)) Hey, hoa, what han't they 
done play yet? | | 


Pert. They are now coming down, bur your 


Id Poet. The Devil ſhe is! Why did not you 


call me? 


Pore. I did not ſee . 3 
3d Foot. Was you blind She has loſt her Mo- 


ney, that's certain She never flinches upon a 


Winning: Hand Her Plate and Jewels walk To- 


Morrow to repleniſh her Pocket a Pox of Gam- 
ing, Ifay. | . 


« (Hithin.) Mr. Looſealrs Man 


gth Foot. Here So-ho, who has ſtole my Flam- 
beaux 7 | 83 | 
. (Hithin.) My Lady Umbray's Coach there — 
5th Foot Hey! Will, pull up there. 
. Exeunt omnes, 
{Enter Lady Reveller and Alpiew, her Noman.] 
Lach. My Lady Rafe is horridly out of Hu- 
mour at her ill Fortune, ſhe loft 300 J. | 
Ap. She has generally ill Luck, yet her Incli- 
nation for Play is as ſtrong as ever. —— Did your 


 Ladyſhip win or loſe, Madam ? 


Lady. I won about 50 Pieces—Prithee, what ſhall | 
we do, Apiew? Tis a fine Morning, tis pity to go 


to Bed, 


Ap What does your Ladyſhip think of a Walk 

in the Park? The Park is pleaſant in a Morning, 

the Air is ſo very ſweet, 
Lady. 


5 


The Baſſet-Table. 13 


Lach 1 don't think ſo; the Sweetne' of the 


Park is at Eleven, when the Beau Monde makes 


their Tour there; tis an unpoliſh'd Curioſity to 


walk when only Birds can ſec one. | 


Alp. Bleſs me, Madam! Your Uncle=Now for 


a Sermon of two Hours. 
[ Enter Sir Richard Plainman, in a Night Gown, as 
| from Bed.] {_ 


Sir Rich, So, Niece ! I find you're refolv'd to 
keep on your Courſe of Life; I muſt be wak'd at 
Four, with Coach, Coach, Chair, Chair; give over, 


for Shame, and marry, marry, Niece. 

Lady. Now would I forfeit the Heart of my next 
Admirer, to know the Cauſe of this Repreach, Aide. 
Pray, Uncle, fexplain your ſelf ;. for I proteſt I 
can't gueſs. what Crime I have unhappily committed 
to merit this Advice. | | 

Sir Rich. How can you look me 1n the Face, and 


ask me that Queſtion ? Can you that keep a Baſſet- » 
Table, a publick Gaming-Houſe, be inſenſible of 


the Shame on't ? I have often told you how much 
the vaſt Concourſe of People, which Day and 


Night make my Houſe. their Rendezvous, incom- . 


mode my Heaith ; your Apartment 1s a Parade 
for Men of all Ranks, from the Duke to the Fiddler; 
and your Vanity thinks they all pay Devoir to 
your Beauty - but you miſtake; every one has his 
ſeveral Ends in meeting here, from the Lord to 
the Sharper, and each their ſeparate Intereſt to 
purſue—dome Fools there may be, for there's ſel- 
dom a Crowd without. OS | 
Lady. Malice - ſome Fools? I can't bear it. 
Alp. Nay, tis very affronting, truly, Madam. 
Lady. Ay, is it not Mpieav? — Yet, now I think 
on't, tis the Defect of Age to rail at the Pleaſures 
of Youth, therefore I ſhall not diſorder my Face 
with a Frown about it. Ha, ha, I hope, Uncle, 


you'll take peculiar Care of my Couſin Valeria, in + 
diſpoſing of her according to the Breeding you 


have given he.. 


Sir 


1 4 


4 my ſelf in Perſon, but as it is 


The Baſſet-Table. 

Sir Rich. The Breeding I have given her! I 
would not have her have your Breeding, Miſtreſs, 
for ail. the Wealth of England's Bank; no, I bred 
my Girl in the Country, a Stranger to the Vices of 
this Town, and am reſolv'd to marry her to a Man 


of Honour, Probity, and Courage. 


Lach. What, the Sea Captain, Uncle? Faugh, I 
hate the Smell of Pitch and Tar; one that can en- 
tertain one with nothing but Fire and Smoke, Lar- 
board and Starboard, and t'other Bowl of Punch; 
ha, ha, ha. | | 

Alp. And for every Fault that ſhe commits, he'll . 
condemn her to the Bilboes ; ha, ha, 

Lady. I fancy my Couſin's Philoſophy, and the 
Captain's courageous Blaſter, will make Angelick 


Harmony. 


Sir Rich Yes, Madam; ſweeter Harmony than 
your Sept & Leva Fops, Rakes, and Gameſters; 
give me the Man that ſerves my Country, that 
preſerves hoth my Eſtate and Life Oh, the glo- 
rious Name of Soldier; if I were young, I'd go 


Ap. Lou'll ſend your Daughter 
Sir Rich. Yes, Minx, and a good Dowry with 


her, as a Reward for Virtue, like the Captain's. 


Ap. But ſuppoſe, Sir, Mrs. Yaleria ſhould not 
like him? 5 SY 
Sir Rich. T'il ſuppoſe no ſuch Thing, Miſtreſs, 
me ſhall like him. | 
Lady. Why, there *tis now; indeed, Uncle, 
you're too poſitive. : 
Sir Rich. And you too impertinent: Therefore I 
reſoive you ſhall quit my Houſe 3 you ſhan't keep 
our Revels under the Roof * am. | 
Ab. Td have you to know, Sir, my Lady keeps 
no Revels . her Quality. . 4 
Sir Rich. Hold >yaur Tongue, Mrs. Pert, or T 
ſhall diſplay your Quality in its proper Colours. 
Alb. I don't care, ſay your worſt of me, and 
ſpare not; but for my Lady — my Lady's a Wi- 
* | | dow, 


2 


* LES 0 F 
7 
* 


When Money's wanting, will her Virtue ſtake. 


The Baſlet-Table. 17x 
dow, and Widows are accountable to none for 
their Actions Well, I ſhall have aHusband one 
of theſe Days, and be a Widow too, I hope. 

Sir Rich. Not unlikely, for the Man will hang 
himſelf the next Day, I warrant him. 
Ap. And if any Uncle pretends to controul my 


Actions | 


Sir Rich. He'd loſe his Labour, I'm certain 

Ab. I'd treat him | x ; 

Sir Rich. Don't provoke me, Houſewife, don't. 

Lady. Be gone, and wait in the next Room. 

| | Exit Alpiew, 

Sir Ri-h. The Inſolence of a Servant is a great 
Honour to the Lady, no doubt; but J ſhall find a 
Way to humble you both. 

Lady. Lookye, Uncle, do what you can, I'm re- 
ſolv'd to follow my own Inclinations. 

Sir Rich. Which infallibly carry you to Noiſe, 
Nonſenſe, Foppery and Ruin; but no matter, you 
ſhall out of my Doors, I'll promiſe you ; my Houſe 
ſhall no longer bear the ſcandalous Name of a Baſſet- 
Table : Husbands fhall no more have caule to date 
their Ruin from my Door, nor cry, There, there m 
Wife gam'd my Eſtate away Nor Children curſe 
my Poſterity, for their Parents knowing my Houſe. 

Lady. No more Threatning, good Uncle; act as 
you pleaſe, but don't ſcold, or I ſhall be oblig'd to 
Call Mpiecb again. 5 
Sir Aich. Very well, very well, ſee what will come 
on't; the World will cenſure thoſe that game, and, 


in my Conſrlence, I helieve not without Cauſe. 


For ſhe whoſe Shame no good Advice can wake, 


| | Exit. 

Lady. Advice! Ha, ha, ridiculous Advice. (Enter 
Lach Lucy) No ſooner rid of one Miſchief, but 
another follows (Aſide.) I foreſee this to be a Day 

of Mortification. &/pieqw, 5 85 

(Enter Alpiew.] 

Ap. Madam. — 

| — Lady. 
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__— The Baſſet-Table. : 


Lady. My Uncle's gone, you may come in, hay 


ha, ha. 


I. Lucy. Fye, Couſin, does it become you to laugh 


at thoſe that give you Counſel for your Good? 


Lady. For my Good! Oh, mon exur! Now can- 
not I divine what *tis that I do more than the reſt 
of the World to deſerve this Blame. | 
Ap. Nor I, tor the Soul of me. 
L. Lucy. Shou'd all the reſt of the World fol- 
low your Ladyſhip's Example, the Order of Na- 
ture would be inverted, and every Good delign'd 


by Heaven, become a Curſe ; Health and Plenty no 


— 


longer would be known among us. Y ou croſs 


the Purpoſe of the Day and Night ; you wake 


N when you ſhould ſleep, and make all who have any 


Dependance on you wake, while you repoſe. 
Lady. Bleſs me ! may not any Perſon ſleep when 
they pleaſe ? | | | 
L. Lucy. No; there are certain Hours that good 
Manners, Modeſty, and Health, require your Care; 


for Example; diſorderly Hours are neither health- 


fal nor modeſt — And 'tis not civil to make Com- 


pany wait Dinner for your Dreſſing. | 
Lady. Why, does any Body dine before Four a 


Clock in London? For my Part, I. think it an ill- 


bred Cuſtom to make my Appetite Pendulum to 


| the Twelfth Hour. 


Ap. Beſides, tis out of Faſhion to dine by Day- 


light ; and fo I told Sir Richard Yeſterday, Ma- 


ä dam. 


L. Lucy. No doubt but you did, Mrs. Apiecv; 
and then you entertain ſuch a Train of People, 
Couſin, that my Lady. Revueller is as noted as a pub- 


lick Ordinary, where every Fool with Money finds 


a Welcome. | 
Lady. Would you have me ſhut my Doors againft 


my Friends ? Now ſhe is jealous of Sir James 


Courtiy. (Aſide.) Reſides, is it poſſible to paſs the 


Evenings without Diverſions? 
Alp. No, certainly N 
N L. Lacy: 

- 


d 
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The Baſſet- Table. 17 
L. Lucy. I think the Piayhoufe the much more 
innocent and commendable Diverſion, | 
Lady. To be ſeen there every Night, in my Opi- 
nion, is more deſtructive to the Reputation. 4 
L. Lucy. Well; I had rather be noted every 
Night in the Front-Box, than, by my Abſence, once 
be ſuſpected of Gaming; one rums my Eſtate and 
Character, the other diverts my Temper, and im- 
proves my Mind. Thien you have ſuch a Number of 
Lovers. | i i 0 
Lady. Oh, Cupid! is it a Crime to have a Number 
of Lovers? If it be, tis the pleaſanteſt Crime in 
the World. A Crime that falls not every Day to 
every Woman's Lot. L 
L. Lucy. I dare be poſitive every Woman does 
not wiſh it. 553 a 
q ae Becauſe Wiſhes have no Effect, Couſin, 
a, Na. | | 
L. Lucy. Methinks, my Lord Worthy's Aſſiduity 
. have baniſh'd the admiring Crowd by this 
ime. | 
Lady. Baniſh'd em! Oh, men eur] what Plea- 


ſure is there in one Lover? tis like being ſeen al 


ways in one Suit of Cloaths; a Woman, with one 
Admirer, will ne'er be a reigning Toaſt. : 
L. Lucy. I am ſure, thoſe that encourage more, 


u ill never have the Character of a reigning Vertue. 


Lady. I flight the malicious Cenfure of the 


5 Town, yet defy it to aſperſe my Vertue; Nature 


has given me a Face, a Shape, a Mein, an Air for 
Dreſs, and Wit and Humour to ſubdue : And 
ſhall I loſe my Conqueſt for a Name? WE 

Alp. Nay, and among the unfaſhionable Sort of 
People too, Madam; for Perſons of Breeding and 
Quality will allow, that Gallantry and Vertue are 
not inſeparable. | | 

L. Lucy. But Coquetry and Reputation are; and 
there 1s no Difference in the Eye of the World, 


between having really committed the Fault, and 
lying under the Scandal; for my own Part, I would 


take 


* 1 * 1 * t· 
joe / 

” y " by 

U ag om or ono a Ry. AS 2 os, re . et Pe e 
1 * 5 f i 604 uy ny” i —_ 

* * * i * 
g £ 4: 6.5888 
” ” 4 —_— e 


os We Baſſt- Table. 


take as much Care to preſerve my Fame, as you 
would your Vertue. 


Dach. A little Pains will ſerve you for that, 


Couſin ; for I never once heard you nam'd A 


Mortification would break my Heart, ha, ha. 


L. Lucy. Tis better never to be nam'd, than to be 

ill ſpoken of; but your Reflections ſhall not diſor- 

der my Temper. i could wiſh, indeed, to convince 

E of your Error, becauſe yon ſhare my Blood ; 
ut ſince I ſee the Vanity of the Attempt, I ſhall 
Lady. I'humbly thank your Ladyſhip. _ 


©: Ap. Oh! Madam, here's my Lord JForthy, Sir 


James Courtly, and Enſign Lovely, coming down; 
wilt your ary en. ehem: DIES 
Lady. Now have I a ſtrong Inclination to engage 
Sir James, to difcompoſe her Gravity; for if I 
have any Skill in Glances, ſhe loves him. But then 


my Lord Worthy is fo peeviſh ſince our late Quarrel, 


that l'm afraid to engage the Knight in a Duel; 
belides, my Abſence, I know, will teize him more; 
therefore upon Conſideration, Ii} retire. Couſin 
Lucy, good Morrow. I'Il leave you to better Com- 


_ pany, there's a Perſon: at hand may prevent your 


Six a-Clock Prayers. (Exit. 
L. Lucy Ha! Sir James Courtly — T muſt own I 
think him agreeable ; but am ſorry ſhe believes I 


do, I'll not be ſeen; for if what I ſcarce know my- 
ſelf, be grown ſo viſible to her, perhaps he too 
may diſcover it, and then I am loft, 


While in the Breaft our Secrets cloſe remain, 
Tis out of Fortune's Power to give us Pain. (Exit. 
[Enter Lord Worthy, Sir James, Enfggn Lovel y.] 
Sir Jam. Ha! was not that Lady Lucy? 

Enſign. It was — Ah, Sir James, I find your 

Heart is out of Order about that Lady, and my 
Lord Mertby latiguiſhes for Lady Revelley. 
Sir Fam. And thou art ſick for Faleria, Sir Ri- 
chard's Daughter. A poor diſtreſſed Company of us. 
Enfien. * Tis true that little She-Philoſopher = 
= ' male 


ere 


D 


1 
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made me do Penance more heartily than ever my 
Sins did ; I deſerve her by mere Dint of Patience. 
I have ſtood whole Hours to hear her aſſert, that 
Fire cannot burn, nor Water drown, nor Pain 


1 afflict, and Forty ridiculous Syſtems —— - 


Sir Jam. And all her Experiments on Frogs Fiſh, 
and Flies, ha, ha, without the leaſt Contradiction. 


| Enſign. Contradiction, ng, no, I allow'd all ſhe 
ſaid, with undoubtedly, Madam, — I am of your 


Mind, Madam, it muſt, be ſo-—— natural Cauſes, 


„ 
Sir Jam. Ha, ha, ha, I think it is a ſupernatu- 


ral Cauſe, which enables thee to go thro*' this Fa- 
tigue; if it were not to raiſe thy Fortune, I ſhould 
think thee mad to purſue her; bur go on and pro- 


fer, nothipg in my Power ſhall be wanting to aſ- 

fit you — My Lord H#orthy, your Lordſhip is as 

melarjcholy as a loſing Gameſter. 
Lord. Faith, Gentlemen, I'm out of Humour, bur 


I don't know at what. 


Sir Jam. Why then I can tell you; for tha very 


ſiame Reaſon that made your Lordſhip ſtay here to 
be Spectator of the very Diverſion you hate (Ga- 
ming) the ſame Cauſe makes you uneaſy in all 


Company, my Lady Reveller. MEE 
Lord. Thou haſt hit it, Sir Fames, I confeſs I love 


© her Perſon, but hate her Humours, and her Way 
of Living; I have ſome Reaſons to believe I'm not 


indifferent to her, yet I deſpair of fixing her, her 


Vanity has got ſq much. the Miſtreſs of her Reſo- 
lution; and yet her Paſſion for Gain ſurmounts 


her Pride, and lays her Reputation open to the 
World, Every Fool that has ready Money Hall 


dare to boaſt himſelf her very humble Servant ; 
'sDeath, when I could cut the Raſcal's Throat. 


Sir Jam. Your Lordſhip is even with her one 


Way; for you are as teſty as ſhe's vain, and as fond 
of an Opportunity to quarrel with her, as ſhe of 
a gaming Acquaintance ; my Opinion is, my Lord, 
ſhe'Il ne er be won your Way 


3 
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To gain all Women there's a certain Rule: 
If Wit ſhould fail to pleaſe, then act the Fool; 
And where you find Simplicity not take, | 
Throw off Diſguiſes, and profeſs the Rake; 
Obſerve which Way their frongeft Humours run, 
They're by their own loy'd Cant the ſureſt Way 
| undone. 1 | 5 
Lord. Thou'rt of a happy Temper, Sir James, 1 
wiſh I could be ſo too; but ſince I can't add to 
your Diverſion, F'il take my Leave; good Morrow, 
Geanemen. | | (Exit. 
Sir Fam, This it 1s to have more Love than Rea- 
fon about one; you and I, Lovely, will go on with 
' Diſcretion, and yet I fear it's in Lady Lucy's Power 
to baniſh it. | 
Enſign. I find Mrs. Sago, the Drugfter's Wife's 
Intereſt, begins to ſhake, Sir Fames. | 
Sir Fam, And I fear her Love for Play begins 
to ſhake her Husband's Bags too. Faith I am 
weary of that Intrigue, left I ſhould be ſuſpected 
to have a Hand in his Ruin. | ; 
Enuſign. She did not loſe much To night, I be- 
' Neve. Prithee, Sir James, what: kind of a temper'd 
Woman is ſhe ? Has ſhe Wit ? | 
Sit Fam. That ſhe has — A large Portion, and 
as much Cunning, or ſhe could never have managed 
the old Fellow ſo nicely ; ſhe has a vaſt Paſſion for 
my Lady Reveller, and endeavours to mimick her 
in every Thing. Not a Sute of Clothes, or a Top- 
knot, that is not exactly the ſame with her's. Then 
her Plots and Contrivances to ſupply theſe Expen- 
ces, put her continually upon the Rack; yet to 
pe her her Due, ſhe has a fertile Brain that Way; 
but come, ſhall we go Home and fleep two or three 
Hours; at Dinner I'll introduce you to Capt. Hear- 
ty, the Sea Officer, your Rival that is to be, he's 
juſt come to Town. | 
Enfign. A powerful Rival, I fear, for Sir Richard 
reſolves to marry him to his Daughter; all my Hopes 
lie in her Arguments, and you know Philoſophers 
— | | are 
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5 'E are very poſitive. And if this Captain does but 
a happen to contradict one whimſical Notion, the 
Poles will as ſoon join, as they couple, and rather 


. then yield, ſhe would go to the Indies in ſearch of 
ay | Danier s Ants. > 
= Sir Jam. Nay, ſhe is no Woman if ſhe obeys. 
1 Women, like Tides, with Paſſions ebb and flow, 
to And like them too, their Source no Man can know. 
on To watch their Motions, is the ſafeſt Guide; 
rb. Who hits their Humour, fails with Wind and 
-a- 2 Tide. | — (Exit. 
th 7:4 | | | 
er 8 — . | * — 
en + +0 GW 0 
ins [Enter Buckle, meeting Mrs. Alpiew.}] 
im + | EE 
ca T3 Ap. O OD Morrow. -. * bo 
Mil Buckle: Good Morrow, 8 
be- Ap. Good Morrow, good Morrow, is that all 
rd pour Buſineſs here? What means that affected 
Mx Took. as if you long'd to be examin'd what's the 
nd Matter ? hy IR | | N 
ed Bu. The Capricio's of Love, Madamoſeille; the 
for Capricio's of Love. 4-7 
ier Mp. Why! are you in Love? 2 | 
p- Buc. I in Love! No, the Devil take me if ever 
en .|þ I ſhall be infected with that Madneſs! tis enough | 
n- for one in a Family to fall under the whimſical Cir- 
to cumftances of that Diſtemper. My Lord has a ſuf- 
y; _ ticient Portion for both; here — here — here's a 
ree Letter for your Lady; I believe the Contents are | 
ar- not ſo full of Stars, and Darts, and Flames, as they | 
. us'd to be. 5 1717 | oe. . 
| 8 2 My Lady will not concern herſelf with your | 

ard Lord, nor his Letters neither, I can aure you 
pes that. e 1 
ers Buc. So much the better; I'll tell him what you 
are ay. Have you no more? e 


Alp. 
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it ? 


Ap. Tell him it is not my Fault; IJ have done as 
much for his Service as lay in my Power, till I put 
her in fo great a Paſhon, that tis impoſſible to ap- 
peaſe hne... "EL | 

Buc. Very good — my Lord is upon the Square, 
I promiſe ye, as much inraged as her Ladyſhip to 
the full. W ell, Mrs. Apiew, to the longeſt Day 
of his Life, he ſwears never to forget Yeſterday's 
Adventure, that has given him perfect, perfect Li- 


 berty. 


Ab. 1 believe ſo—What was it, pray ?- - 
Buc. T'll tell you; 'twas a Matter of Conſequence 


 Faffure you; Tve known Lovers part for a ſeſs 
Trifle by half. 


Alp. No Digreſſions, but to the Point, what was 


Buc. This — my Lord, was at the Fair with your 
Lady. g op | 

Alp. What of that? | 2 | 
Buc. In a Raffling-Shop ſhe ſaw a young Gentle- 


man, which ſhe ſaid was very handſome — At the 


fame Time, my Lord'praifed a young Lady; ſhe 
redoubles her Commendations of the Beau — He 
enlarges on the Beauty of the Belle ; their Diſcourſe 
grew warm on the Subject; they pauſe ; ſhe begins 


again with rhe Perfections of the Gentleman ; he 


ends with the ſame of the Lady: Thus they pur- 
ſued their Arguments, ſtill finding ſuch mighty 
Charms in their new Favourites, till they found one 
another ſo ugly — fo ugly — that they parted with 
full Reſolution never to meet again. _ 

Ad. Ha, ha, ha, pleaſant ; well, if you have no 
more to tell me, adieu. 8 | 

- Buc. Stay a Moment, I ſee my Lord coming, I 


A 
1 — 


[Enter Lord Worthy: 


thought he d follow me, Oh! Lovers Reſolutions. 


# = 


Tord So, have you ſeen my Lady Revelley? [To 


Buckle. 


ae 


2 
(3 
Y 
S 


Dinos a 


; Scorn==Where i is ſhe now? atk about] 
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Lord Ha! Mrs. Apieæu. [Gives him bis own Letter] 

uc. Here's your Lordfſhip's Letter. 

Lord. An Anſwer ! She has done me — —_ 
Honour. 

Alp. My Lord, I am commanded = | 
Loyd. Hold a little, dear Mrs. Aldiew. [All this 
ehile he is opening the Letter, thinking it from the Lady] 

Buc. My Lord, ſhe would not —— 

Lord. Be quiet, I fay —— 

Ap. I am very ſorry 
Lord, But a Moment — Ha! Why, this is my 


own Letter. 


| Buc. Yes, my Lord. | 

Lord. Yes, wy Lord — ron he'd not receive 
it then? 

Buc, "No, my Look 37274 | 

Lord. How darſt u ſtay ſo lenge 

Alp I beg your Lordihip not 8 harbour an ill 
Opinĩon of me; I oppoſed her Anger with my ut- 
— — Skill, prais'd all your Actions, all youy Oo 
bur all in vain. 

Lord. Enough, enough, Madam ; the has taken 
the beſt Method in the World — Well, then we 
are ne'er to meet again. 

Ap. I know not that, my Lord. 

on I rejoice at it, by my Life Ido; the has 

np prevented me ; I came 2 PAPER to break 
wit her a 

Bur. [aſide] Ves, ſo *twas a Bip, by the. Plea- 
ſure you diſcover'd in thinking ſhe had writ to you. 

Lord. I ſuppoſe ſhe has entertain'd 25 with the 


a Cauſe of this. 


Ap. No, my Lord, never mention'd a Syllable, 


| only ſaid, ſhe had for ever done with you; and 
= d me, as I valu'd her Favour, to receive no 


eſſage nor Letter from you. 
"fo May I-befome the very'ft Wretch alive, 
and all the Ills imaginable fall upon my Head, if I 
ſpeak to her more ; nay, ever think of her but with 


Ad. 
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Alp. In her Dreſſing Room. 
Tord. There let her be; Iam weary of her fan- 
taſtick Humours, affected Airs, and unaccountable 
Paſſions. | | | TE. 

Buc. For half an Hour. Edin. 

Lord. Do you know what ſhe's doing? 5 

Ap. I believe, my Lord, trying on a Mantua; 
T left her with Mrs. Pleat ell, and that us'd to 
hold her a great while, for the Woman is ſaucily 
familiar with all the Quality, and tells her all the 
c 1 2, E 100 026.1 

Tord. And conveys Letters upon Occaſion; tis 
tack'd to their Profeſſion But, my Lady Reveller 
may do what ſhe pleaſes, I am no more her Slave, 
upon my Word; I have broke my Chain—She has 
not been out then ſince ſhe roſe } 

Alp, No, my Lord. | 0 
Tard. Nay, if he has, or has not, tis the ſame 
Thing to me; ſhe may go to the End of the 
World, if the will; I ſhan't take any Pains to fol- 
low her Whoſe Footman was that I met? 

Ab. I know not, my Lord, we have ſo many 
come with How - d' yẽ's, I ne er mind tgem. 

Lord. You are uneaſy, Child; come, I'll not de- 
rain you, I have no Curioſity, I proteſt I'm ſatiſ- 
fed if ſhe's ſo; I aflure ye, let her deſpiſe me, let 
her hate me, tis all one; adieu. Going. 

Alp. My Lord, your Servant. ; | 
Lord. Mrs. Alpiew, let me beg one Favour of 
you (turns back) not to ſay J was here. 
As. I'll do juſt as you pleaſe, my Lord. 

Lord. Do that then, and you'li oblige me. 

Kft | LI going, and comes back often. 
Ab. I will. rd bed . Hobs 


Lord. Don't forget. e | 
Ap. Your Lordſhip may depend upon me. 

Lord. Hold! now I think on't — Pray tell her 

you did ſee me, do ydu hear ? 

Ap. With all my Heart. 


Lord 
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| Lord. Tell her how indifferent ſhe i is to me in e- 
g very reſpect. 


© Alb. I ſhan't fail. 

| Lerd. Tell her every Thing ju as I expreſt it 
e. to you. 

Alp. I will. . 

, Lord, Adieu. [Going. | 
80 Ab. Your Servant. 
* Lord. Now I think on't, Mrs. Alpiew, I have a 
great Mind ſhe ſhould Know my Sentiments from 
f my own Mouth. 
of Alp. Nay, my Lord, I can „t promiſe you that. 
o Tord. Why? 
85 Ap. Becauſe ſhe has expreſly forbid your Admit- 
* trance. | 


Lord. I'd ſpeak but one Word with her. 
As. Impoſlible. 


E Lord. Pugh, prithee let me ſee her. Intreating. 
* Buc. So, now all this mighty Rage ends in a beg- 


ging Submiſſion. 

Lord. Only tell her I'm: here- 

Y Alp. Why ſhould you deſire me to meet her An- 

| ger, my Lord.. 

-A Lord. Come, you ſhall oblige me once. 

— [Puts a Ring up on her Finger. 

= RR 4 O dear, my Lord, you have 1c} aCommand 

5 over your Servant, I can refuſe nothing. [Exit, 
Lord. Have you been ar the Goldſmith's abour re + 

o \ Bills, for I am fix*d on Travelling. | 


Buc. Your Lordſhip's fo diſturb d, you have for- 
got you countermanded me, and ſent me hither. 
Lord. True. [Enter 2 Alpiew. | 
* Alp. Juſt as I told your Lordſhip, he fell in a 
_ moſt violent Paſſion ar the bare mention. of your 
Name: Tell him, faid ſhe, in a heroick. Strain, 
Il never ſee him more, and command him to quic 
that Room, for I'm coming thither. 
” Lord. Tyrant, curſe on my Folly, ſhe "NEE" her 
Power ; well, I hope I may walk in the Galle: 5 
I would ſpeak 1 with * r 4 


At. 
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. Ap. To be ſure my Lord. [Exit Lord Worthy. 


Buc. Learn, Miſtreſs, learn, you may come to 
make me mad in Time, ha, ha, ha. f | 
Alp. Go, Fool, follow your Lord. [Exit Buckle. 


[Enter Lady Reveller.] wy 
Lady. Well, Fil ſmear, Apiecb, you have given 


me the Vapours for all Day. _ | 
Ap. Ah! Madam, if you had ſeen him, you muſt 


have had Compaſſion ; I would not have ſuch a 


Heart of Adamant for the World; poor Lord, ſure 
you have the ſtrangeſt Power over him. 

Lach. Silly — one often fancies one has Power, 
when one has none at all; I'll tell thee, Alpieev, he 
vex'd me ftrangely before this grand Quarrel ; I 


was at Picquet with my Lady Love-wwit four Nights 


ago, and bid him read me a new Copy of Verſes, 


becauſe, you know, he never plays, and I did not 
well know what to do with him ; bh had ſcarce be- 
gun, when I, being eager at a Pique, he roſe up, and 


ſaid, he believ'd I lov'd the Muſick of my own Voice, 


crying Nine-and-twenty, Threeſcore, better than the 
ſweeteſt Poetry in the Univerſe, and abruptly left us. 
Ab. A great Crime, indeed, not to read; when 
People are at a Game they are oblig'd to talk all 
the while, 5 
Lady. Crime; yes, indeed was it, for my Lady 
loves 3 better than Play, and perhaps befor: 
the Poem had been done, had loſt her Money to 
me. But I wonder, Mie, by what Art *tis you 
engage me in this Diſcourſe, why ſhould I talk of 
a Man that's utterly my Averſion Have you heard 
from Mrs. Sago this Morning ? 185 
Alp. Certainly, Madam, the neyer fails; ſhe has 
ſent your. Ladyſhip the fineſt Cargo, made up of 
Chocolate, Tea, Montifafco Wine, and Fifty Rarities 
beſide, with ſomething to remember me, good Crea- 
ture, that ſhe never forgets. Well, indeed, Madam, 
ſhe is the beſt-natur'd Woman in the World; it 
grieves me to think what Sums ſhe loſes at Play. 


Lacy. Oh, fve, ſhe muſt; a Citizen's Wife is 


not 


orth y. 


me to 


uckle. 


given 


1 muſt 


uch a 


, ſure 


ower, 
ev, he 
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not to be endur'd amongſt Quality; had ſhe not 


Money, twere impoſſible to receive her | | 


el: I: 


tights 
— 
d not 
de be- 
o, and 


Voice, 


an the 
eft us. 
when 


Ik all 


Lady 
before 
1ey to 
s you 


ilk of 


heard 


1e has 
up. of 


ities 


Crea- 


adam, 
d ; it 
. 
ife 1s 

not 


Why in ſuch haſte, Couſin Yaleria ? 


Ab. Nay, indeed, I muſt ſay that of you Wo- 


3 men of Quality, if there is but Money enough, 


you ſtand not upon Birth or Reputation, in either 
Sex if you did, ſo many Sharpers of Covent- Garden, 
and Miſtreſſes of St. 7ames's, would not be daily 


admittec. 


Lady. Peace, Impertinence, you take ſtrange 
Freedoms. {Emer Valeria running. 
[Stopping her. 
Val. Oh! dear Couſin, don't top me, I ſhall loſe 


| the fineſt Inſect for Diſſection, a huge Fleſh Fly, 


which Mr. Lovely ſent me juſt now, and opening the 
Box to try the Experiment, away it flex. 
Lady. I am glad the poor Fly eſcap'd ; will you 
never be weary of theſe Whimſies ? 
Fal. Whimſies! natural Philoſophy a Whimſy ? 
Oh! the unlearned World. "4: RY 
Lady. Ridiculous Learning 0 
Ab. Ridiculous, indeed, for Women; Philoo- 
phy ſuits our Sex, as Jack-Boots would do. ; 
Val. Cuſtom would bring them as much in Faſhion 
as Furbeloes, and Practice would make us as va- 
liant as e'er a Hero of them all; the Reſolution is 
in the Mind Nothing can enflave that. 
Lady. My Stars! this Girl will be mad, . that's 


Certain. 


Val. Mad ! fo Nero baniſh'd Philoſophers from 


Rome, and the firſt Diſcoverer of the Anti podes was 
cCondemn'd for a Heretick. | 


Lady. In my Conſcience, Alpieæp, this pretty 


Creature's ſpoil'd. Well, Couſin, might 1 adviſe, 


you ſhould beſtow your Fortune in Founding a 
College for the Study of Philoſophy, where none 
but Women ſhould be admitted; and to immor- 
talize your Name, they ſhould be called / alerians, 


$K ha, ha, ha. 


* "307 
> 
—a 8 
2 J 


Val. What you make a Flt of, I'd execute, were 
B 2 Alp. 


> 


Fortune in my Power. 
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Ap. All Men would not be excluded; the hand- 


ſome . Madam. | 

Lady. In Love ! Nay, there's no Philoſophy 
againſt Love; Solon for that. | FRETS a 

Val. Pſhaw, no more of this trifling Subject; 
Couſin, will you believe there's any Thing with- 
out Gall, "7 en 
| Lady. I am fatisfy'd I have one, when I loſe at 
play, or ſee a Lady addrefs'd when I am by; and 


"tis equal to me, whether the reſt of the Creation 


have or not. | | "= 
Val. Well, but F'll convince you then; I have 


diflected my Dove and poſitively I think the 


yulgar Notion true, for I could find none. | 
Lady. Oh, barbarous! kill'd your pretty Dove. 
| y wy | | (Starting. 
Fal. Kill'd it! Why, what did you imagine I 
bred it up for? Can Animals, Inſects, or Reptils, 
be put to a nobler Uſe, than to improve our Know- 
ledge? Couſin, I'll give you this Jewel for your 
Italian Greyhound. 8 BET" 

Lady. What, to cut to Pieces? Oh, horrid ! he 
had need he a Soldier that ventures on you; for 
my part, I ſhould dream of nothing but Inciſion, 
Diſſecticn, and Amputation, and always fancy the 
Knife at my Throat. ; 

Enter Servant. Madam, here's Sir Richard, and a— 

Val. A—W hat, is it an Accident, a Subſtance, a 
Material Being, or a Being of Reaſon ? 


ing; it is 4 Man. MY 
Lal. Pfhaw; a Man, that's nothing. 
Lady. Shell proye by and by, out of Deſcartes, 
that we are all Machines. 
[Enter Sir Richard, and uptain Firebrand.)] 
Alp. Oh, Madam, do you ſee who obſerves you? 
My Lord walking in the Gallery, and every Minute 
wes a Peep. 


Lady. Does he ſo! I'll fit him for Eves-drop- 
P'S 3 a Sir 
bo 


hl 


Serv. I Fe know what you call a Material Be- | 
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Sir Rich. Sir, I like the Relation you have given 


me of your Naval Expedition; your Diſcourſe , 
ſpeaks you a Man fit for the Sea. 

Cajt. You had it without a Flouriſh, Sir Richard; 
my Word is this, I hate the French, love a hand- 
ſome Woman, and a Bowl of Punch. ; 

Val. Very blunt. . ; 

Sir Rich. This is my Daughter, Captain, a Girl 
of ſober Education; ſhe underſtands nothing of 


* Gaming, Parks, and Plays. 


irs. Ap. But wanting theſe Diverſions, ſhe has 
ſupply'd the Vacancy with greater Follies. [ 4fsde. 
Capt. A tite little Frigate [Salutes her] Faith, I 


think ſhe looks li e a freſh Man, Sea- ſicx Bur 


here's a Gallant Veſſel with all her Streamers out, 
Top and Top-Gallant—with your Leave, Madam, 
[Salutes ber] Who is that Lady, Sir Richard ? | 

Sir Rich, "Tis a Niece of mine, Captam—tho' F 
am ſorry ſhe is ſo; ſhe values nothing that does not 
ſpend their Days at their Glaſs, and their Nights at 
Baſſet; ſuch who ne'er did good to their Prince, 
nor Country, except their Taylor, Peruke-maker, 
and Perfumer. f 

Lady. Fye, fye, Sir, believe him not, I have a 
Paſſion, an extreme Paſſion for a Hero—eſpecially 1f 


he belongs to the Sea; methinks he has an Air ſo 


Fierce, ſo Piercing, his very Looks commands Re- 
ſpect from his own Sex, and all the Hearts of ours. 

Sir Ri h. The Devil — Now, rather than let an- 
other Female have a Man to herſelf, ſhe'll make 
the firſt Advances. | [Afde. 

Capt. Ay, Madam, we are preferr'd by you fine 
Ladies, ſometimes before the ſprucer Sparks 
there's a Conveniency in't; a fair Wind, and we 
hale out, and leave you Liberty and Money, two 
Things the moſt acceptable to a Wife in Nature. 

Lady. Oh!] ay, it ſo pretty to have one's Husband 
gone Nine Months of the Twelve; and then to bring 
one home fine China, fine Lace, fine Muſlin, and 
fine Indian Birds, and a thouſand Curioſities. 
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Sir Rich. No, no; Nine is a little too long, *ix 


would do better for one of your Conſtitution, 


Miſtreſs. 

_ Capt. Well, Madam, what think you of a cruiſing 
Voyage towards the Cape of Matrimony, your Fa- 
ther deſigns me for the Pilot ; if you agree to it, 
we'll hoiſt Sail im ediately. : | 

Val. ] agree to iy Thing dictated by good Senſe, 
and comprehended within the Borders of Elocution 
the Converſe I hold with your Sex, is only to im- 

rove and cultivate the Notions of my Mind. 

Sir Rich. What the Devil is ſhe going upon 
now? | (Aſrae. 

Val. J preſume you're a Mariner, Sir — 

Capt. I have the Honour to bear the Queen's 
Commiſſion, Madam. 

Val. Pray ſpeak properly, poſitively, laconically, 
Lady. So; ſhe has given him a Broadſide already. 
Capt. Laconically ! Why, why, what is your 


Daughter, Sir Richard? ha. 


Sir Rich. May I be reduc'd to wooden Shoes, 
it I can tell you, the Devil: had 1 liv'd near a 
College, the Haunts of ſome Pedant might have 
brought this Curſe upon me; but to have got my 
Eſtate in the City, and to have a Daughter run 
mad after FPhiloſo, by, I'Il ne'er ſuffer it in the 
Rage I am in; Fl! throw all the Books and Mathe- 
mat ical Inſtruments out of the Window. 

Lady. I dare ſay, Uncle, you have ſhook Hands 
for I'm ſure you have baniſh'd 
Patience, ha, ha, ha 

Sir Rich. And you Diſcretion—By all my Hatred 
for the French, they": drive me mad: Captain, Il 
expect you in the next Room; and you, Mrs. La- 


conick, with your Phiteſophy at your Tail. (Exit. 


Lady. Shan't I come too, Uncle, ha, ha. 
Capt. By Neptune, this is a kind of a whimſical 
Family. Well, Madam, what was you going to 


lay fo poſitively and properly, and fo forth ? 5 


what immenſe Pleaſures dwell in thee ! 


either Manners or Money. 
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Val. JI would have ask'd you, Sir, if ever you 


had the Curiofity to inſpect a Mermaid——Or if 


you are convinced there is a World in every 
Star — We, by our Teleſcopes, find Seas, Groves 
and Plains, and all that ; but what they are peopled 
with, there's the Quere. 8 
Capt. Let your next Contrivance be how to get 
thither, and then you'll know a World in every 
Star Ha, ha, ſhe's fitter for Moorfeldt than Matri- 
mony ; pray, Madam, are you always infected, Full 


and Change, with this Difttewper ? 


Fal. How has my Reaſon err'd, to hold Converſe 

with an irrational Being Dear, dear Philoſophy, 
| [Enter Servant: 3 

Serv. Madam, Jobn has got the Fiſh you ſent 
bim in Search of. 

Fal. Js it alive ? 

Serv. Ves, Madam. 

Cal. Your Servant, your Servant, I wou'd not 
Joſe the Experiment ior any thing, but the Tour 


of the new World. (Exit. 


Capt, Ha, ha, ha, is your Ladyſhip troubled with 
theſe Vagaries too? Is the whole Honſe poſſeſt? 

Lady. Not I, Captain, the ſpeculative Faculty is 
not my Talent; I am for the practice, can litten 
all Day to hear you talk of Fire, ſubſtantial Fire, 
Rear and Front, and Line of Battle admire a Sea- 


man, hate the French— love a Bowl of Punch: Oh! 
nothing ſo agreeable as your Converſation, nothing 
ſo jaunty as a Sea Captain. 


Alp. So; this engages him to play,--—if he has 
| 8 ( Aſide. 
Capt. Ay; give me the Woman that can hold me 


tack in my own Dialect - She's mad too, I ſuppoſe, 


but 14] humour her a little. (Aſide.) Oh, Madam, 
not a fair Wind, nor a rich Prize, nor Conqueſt o'er 
my Enemies, can pleafg like you; accept my Heart 
without Capitulation Tis yours, a Priſoner at 
Diſcretion. | ( Kiſſes per Hand. 

| Emer 
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[ner Lord Worthy.] | 
Lord. Hold, Sir, you muſt there contend with 
me; the Victory is not fo eaſy as you imagine. 
Lady. Oh, fye, my Lord, you won't fight for one 
you hate and deſpiſe? I may truſt you with the 
Captain ; ha, ha, ha. (Exit. 
Capt. This muſt be her Lover — and he is mad 
another Way: This is the moſt unaccountable Fa- 
mily Jever met with. (.4//de.) Look ye, Sir, what 
you mean by contending, I know not; but I muſt 
tell yon, I don't think any Woman I have ſeen 
fince I came aſhore, worth Fighting for. The phi- 
loſophical Gimcrack I don't value of a Cockle Shell. 
Aud am too well acquainted with the Danger of 
Rocks and Quick- ſands, to ſteer into t'other's Harbour, 
Lord He has diſcover'd &er already; J, only I, 
am blind. 8 (Aſide. 
Capt. But, Sir, if you have a mind to a Breath- 
ing, here, tread upon my Toe, or fpeak bur one 
Word in Favour of the French, or againſt the Cou- 
rage of our Fleet, and my Sword will ſtart of its 
ſelt, to do its Mafter and my Country Juſtice. 
Lord. How ridiculous do I make my ſelf 
Pardon me, Sir, you are in the right. I confeſs 1 
ſcarce knew what I did. | 
Capt. I thought ſo, poor Gentleman, I pity him; 
this 15 the Effect of Love on Shore— When do we 
hear of a Tar in theſe Fits, longer than the firſt freſh. 
Gale Well, I'll into Sir Richard, eat with him, drink 
with him; but to match into his Generation, I'd as 
ſoon marry one of his Daughter's Mermaids. (Exit. 
Lord. Was ever Man fo ſtupid as my ſelf? Bur 
J will rouſe from this lethargick Dream, and ſeek 
elſewhere what is deny'd at Home ; Abfence may 
reſtore my Liberty. | 
[Enter Mr. Sago] BER 
Sago. Pray, my Lord, did you ſee my Keecky ? 
Lord. Keecky, what's that? ks 
Sago, My Wife, you muſt know, I call her Keecky, 
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Lord, Not I, indeed 41 | 

Sago, Nay, pray my Lord ben't angry, I only 
want her to tell her what a Preſent of fine Wine 
is ſent her juſt now; and ha, ha, ha, ha, what makes 
me laugh—is, that no Soul can tell from whence it 
Comes. 3 

Lord. Your Wife knows, no doubt. 
Sago. No more than my ſelf, my Lord We have 
often Wine and Sweetmeats; nay, whole Pieces of 
Silk, and the Duce take me if ſhe could deviſe 
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from whence; nay, ſometimes ſhe has been for ſend- 


ing them back again, but I cry'd, whoſe a Fool then. 
Lord. I'm ſurè thou art one in Perfection, and to 
me inſupportable. (Going. 
Sago. My Lord, I know your Lordſhip has the 
Privilege of this Houſe, pray do me the Kipdneſs, 


if you find my Wife, to ſend her out to me. 


(Exit Lord.) I ne'er ſaw ſo much of this Lord's 
Humour before; he is very ſurly, methinks 
Adod, there are ſome Lords of my Wife's Acquain- 
rance, as Civil and Familiar with me, as I am with 
my Journeyman—Oh ! here ſhe comes. 
Enter Ars. Sago and Alpiew.] 
Mrs. Sago. Oh, Puddy, ſee what my Lady Reveller 
has preſented me withal. | 
Sago. Hey, Keecky,” why ſure you Riſe — as the 
Saying is, for at Home there's four Hampers of 
Wine ſent ye. | x 
Mrs. Sago. From whence, dear Puddy ? | 
Sago. Nay, there's the Jeſt, neither you nor I 
know. I offe $1 the Rogue that brought it a Gui- 
nea to tell from whence it camg, and he ſwore he 
durſt noa. 1 
Mrs. Sago. No, if he had, I'd never have em- 
ploy'd him again. | (Aide. 
Sago. So Igave him half a Crown, and let him go. 
Mrs. Sago. It comes very opportunely ; pray, 
Puddy, ſend a Couple of the ffampers to my Lad 
Keveller's, as a ſmall Acknowledgment for the rich 
Preſent ſhe has made me. | 23 
7 . Saga. 
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Sago. With all my Heart, my Jewel, my Pre- 


cious. | 
Mrs. Sago. Puddy, I am ftrangely oblig'd to Mrs. 
Alpiewp ; do, Puddy, do, dear Puddy. ' 


Sago. What: pets 
Mrs. Sago. Will ye, then? Do, dear Puddy, do, 
lend me a Guinea to give her, do. 
Hanging upon him in a wheedling Tone. 
Sago. *Pſhaw, you are always wanting Gitineas ; 
I'll tend her half a Pound of Tea, Keecky. 
Mrs. Sago. Tea — ſha — ſhe drinks Ladies Tea; 
d9, dear Puddy, do; can you deny, Keecky, now ? 
Sago, Well, well, there. [Gives it her. 
Mrs. Sago. Mrs. Alpiezv, will you pleaſe to lay the 


Silk by for me, till I ſend for it, and accept of that? 

* | Ald. Your Servant, Madam, I'll be careful of ir. 
Mrs. Sago. Thank ye, borrow as much you can 
on't, dear Apieav. Ade to her. 


_ Ap. I warrant yon, Madam. [ Exit. 
FE vi Sago. I mult raiſe a Sum for Baſſet againſt 

Ignt. 

Mr. Sago. Prithee, Keecky, what kind of hu- 
mour'd Man is Lord Woerthy? I did but ask him if 
he ſaw thee, and I thought he would ſnapp'd my 
Noſe off. | | | 

Mrs. Sago. Oh, a meer Woman, full of Spleen 
and Vapours, he and I never agree.  - Fe 

Mr. Sago. Adod, I thought ſo— I gueſs'd he was 
none of thy Admirers—ha, ha, ha; why there's my 
Lord Courtall, and my Lord Horncit, bow down to 
the Ground to me where ever they meet me. 

_ [Emer Apes), 

Ap. Madam, Madam, the Goldſmith has fent in 
the Plate. | | | 

Mrs, Sago. Very well, take it along with the Silk, 

„ Aide to her. 

Alp. Here's the Jeweller, Madam, with the Dia- 
| mond Ring, but he don't ſeem willing to leave it 
_ 1 Hs without Money. -- 2 Alpiew. 

r Mrs. Sago. Humph I have a ſudden * ; 

| | L ; | Th 
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bid him ſtay, and bring me the ning Nes for 
the Art of Wheedling 

Jago. What are vou Whiſpering about ? Ha! 


Precious 
Mrs. Sago. Mrs. Alpiew ſays, a Friend of her's 
has a Diamond Ring to ſell, a great Pennyworth, 


and I know you love a Bargain, Puddy. 


Ener Alpiew, gives her the Ring.] | 

Sago. *Pſhaw, I don t care for Rings; ; it may be 
A Bargain, and it may not; and I can't fpare Mo- 
ney ; J have paid for a Lot this Morning; conſider | 
Trade muſt go forward, Lambkin. 

Mp. See how it ſparkles. 

Mrs. Sago. Nay, Puddy, if it be not worth your 
Money, I don't deſire your to buy it ; but don't it 
become my Finger, Puddy ? See now 

Sago. Ah! that Hand, that Hand it was which 


1 firſt got hoid of my Heart; : well, what“ s the Price 


of it ; Ha, Fam raviſh'd to fee it upon Keecky's 
Finge: 

oger Sago. What did he ſay the Price was? 
iTo Alpiew. 

lp. Two hundred Guineas, Madam. 

|  [ Aſide to Mrs. Sago. 
Mrs. Sago. Threeſcore Pounds, dear Pudd : The 
Devil's in't if he won't give that. LAſidb. 
Sago. Threeſcore Pounds! Why tis porch a 


Hundred, Child, richly—tis ſtole — tis ſtole 


Alp. Stole I'd have you to know, the Owner is 
my Relation, and has been as great a Merchant as 
any in London, but has had the Misfortune to have 
his Ships fall into the Hands of the French, or he'd 
not haye parted with it at ſuch a Rate; it coſt him 
Two hundred Guineas. 

Mrs. Sago. I believe as much; indeed 'tis very fine. 

Sago So it is, Keecky, and that dear little Hager 


*. fhall have it too; let me bite it a little tiny Bit 


[Bites her Finger. 

Mrs. £270. Oh! Seite Pudd, you hurt me. ; 
Sago, Here—I han't fo much * about me, 
bur 
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but there's a Bill, Lambkin——there now, you'll 
buſs poor Puddy now, won't you ? | 


Mrs. Sago. Buſs him—yes, that I will, agen and 
agen, and agen, dear Pudd. [Flies about his Neck. 
Sago. You'tl go home with Puddy now to Din- 
ner, won't you? BED, 
— Mrs. Sago. Yes—a—dear Puddy, if you deſire 
it—I will—but—a— | 
Sago. But what: . * 
Mrs. Sago. But I promis'd my Lady Reveller to 
dine with her, Deary—Do, let me Pud—T'il dine 
with you To-morrow-day. h 
Ap. Nay, I'm ſure my Lady won't eat a Bit, if 
ſhe don't ſtay. 
Sago. Well, they are all ſo fond of my Wife; my 
_  Reecky, ſhew me thy little Finger agen — 0 dear 
little Finger, my Keecky ! 2 
; Mrs. Sago. My nown Pudd—Here, Alpieav, give 
| him his Ring agen, I have my End; tell him' tis 
too dear.  [4fige. 
Mp. But what will you ſay when Mr. Sago 
mifſſes it. 8 
Mrs. Sago. I'll ſay— that it was too big for my 
Finger, and I loſt it; tis but a Crying- bout, and 
the good Man melts into Pity—— | 
I'th' married State, this only Bliſs we find, 
An eaſy Husband to our Wiſhes kind. | 
I've gain'd my Point, repleniſh'd Purſe once more, 7 
Oh! caft me, Fortune, on the winning Shore : 
Now let me gain what I have loſt before. [ Exit. 


* 


_— 


A 

The Scene draws, and diſcovers Valeria with Books 
upon a Table, a Microſcope, putting a Fifh upon it, 
ſeveral Animals lying by. | 


al. DSHA w. Thou Huttering Thing — So, 
now I've tix'd it. 
5 [ Enter 


ner 


3 
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1 8 Enter Alpiew.] ; | 
Mp. Madam, here's Mr. Lovely ; I have intro- 
duced him as one of my Lady's Viſitors, and 
brought him down the Back- Stairs. 
Val. Tm oblig d to you, he comes opportunely. 
[ter Lovely.) 


O Mr. Lovely! come, come here, look through 
this Glaſs, and ſee how the Blood circulates in the 


Tail of this Fiſh. | | 
Lov. Wonderful ! but it circulates prettier in 
this fair Neck. 65 ISP 2252 
Val. *Pſhaw—be quiet I'll ſhew you a Curioſi- 
ty, the greateſt that ever Nature made . [opens a Box] 
In opening a Dog the other Day, I found this 
Worm. ä | 25 
Lov. Prodigious! Tis the Joint-Worm, which 
the Learned talk of ſo much. 
Val. Ay; the Lumbricus Letus, or Fœſcia, as Hip. 
Pocrates calls it, or vulgarly in Engliſb, the Tape 


Worm — Thudeus tells us of one of theſe Worms 


found in a human Body, two hundred Foot long, 
without Head or Tail. | 


_ Lov. 1 with they be not got int thy: Brain. 


( Aſide.) Oh, you charm me with theſe Diſcove- 


IIes. [oy 


al. Here's another ſort of Worm call'd Lam- 
bricus teres Inteſtinalis. 


Lov. I think the firſt you ſhew'd me the greateſt 


Curioſity. 


Val. Tis very odd, really, that there ſhould be 
every Inch a Joint, and every Joint a Mouth 
Ob, the profound Secrets of Nature! | 

Lov. Tis firangely ſurprizing — But now let me 
be heard, for mine's the Voice of Nature too; me- 
thinks you neglect yourſelf, the moſt perfect Piece 
of all her Works. _ 

Val. Why ! What Fault do you find in me? 


Lov. You have not Love enough; that Fire 


z would conſume and baniſh all Studies but iss 
own; your Eyes would ſparkle, and ſpread I 
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know not what, of Lively and Touching, o'er the | 
whole Face; this Hand, when preſs'd by him you 
Love, would tremble to your Heart. Wo 
Val. Why ſo it does—Have I not told you twenty 
Times I love you ? tor I hate Diſguiſe ; your 
Temper being adapted to mine, gave my Soul the 
firſt Impreſſion ; —— You know my Father's Poſi- 
tive, but do not believe he ſhall force me to any 
Thing that does not love Philoſophy. | 


100. Lovely But that Sea Captain, Yaleria. | 
15 gr | Fial. It he was a Whale, he might give you Pain, 
1:1 for I ſhould long to diflet him; but as he is a 
— 11 Man, you have no Reaſon to fear him. 
„ Lodely. Confent then to fly with me. : 
u Val. What, and leave my Microſcope, and all my 
1 Things, for my Father to break in Pieces? 
ifs if Sir Rich. Valeria, Valeria. a (Pithin. 
1.6 Val. O Heav'ns ! he is coming up the Back-ſtairs. 
1148 What ſhall we do: | | i 
1 Lovely. Humph; ha, can't you put me in that 
| FJ Cloſer there? 
W Fal. Oh, no, I han't the Key. | 
| 38 Lovely Til run down the great Stairs, let wo 
17 5 will ſee me. l Going. 


Val. Oh no, no, no, no, not for your Life  - 
here, here, here, get under this Tub. > | 
. — out ſome Fiſh in Haſte, 

md turns the Tub over him. 
| [Enter Sir Richard.] 
. Sir Rich. What, at your Whims—and Whirli- 
gige, ye Baggage! Til out at Window with them. 
[Throwing away the 7. hings: 

Val. Oh] dear Father, ſave my Lumbricus Latns, 

Sir Rich. I'll Lamprey and Latum you; what's 
that I wonder? Ha! Where the Devil got you 
Names that your Father don't underſtand ? Ha! 

"= [Treads upon them. 

Val. Oh, my poor Worm! Now have you de- 
ftroy'd a Thing, that, for ought I know, England 
can't produce again, N 


Sir, I'm here. 
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Sir Rich. What is it good for? Anſwer me that? 
What's this Tub here for? Ha! [ Kicks it. 

Tal. What ſhall I do now l- it is a, tis a — Oh 

dear Str ! don't touch the Tub for there's a Bear's 
oung Cub that I have bought for Diſſection. 
bur I dare not touch it till the Keeper comes. 

Sir Rich. I'll Cub you, and Keeper you, with a 
Vengeance to you; is my Money laid out in Bears 
Cubs ?—I'll drive out your Cub— - 

© Opens the Door, ſtands at a Diſtance off, and 
9 with his Cane, lifts up the Tub, Lovely riſes, 
Lovely. Oh the Devil ! difcover'd; your Servant, 
Sir. : Jar : [Exit. 
Sir Rich. Oh! your Servant, Sir— What ts this 
your Bear's Cub? Ha, Miftreſs ! His Taylor has 
lick'd him into Shape, I find What did this Man 
do here? Ha, — l doubt you have been 
ſtudying Natural Philoſophy with a Vengeance. 

Val. Indeed, Sir, he only brought me a ftrange 
Fiſh, and hearing your Voice, I was afraid you 
mould be angry, and fo that made me hide him. 

Sir Rich. A Fiſh! tis the Fleſh I fear ; I'll have you 
married To-night— I. believe this Fellow was the 
beggarly Enſign, who never march'd farther than 
from I hiteball to the Tower, who wants your Por- 
tion to make him a Brigadier, without ever ſeeing a 


Battle —Houſewife, ha—tho' your philoſophical 


Cant, with a Murrain to you—has put the Captain 


ur of Conceit, I have a Husband ſtill for you; come 
along, come along, I'll ſend the Servants to clear this 
Room of your Bawbles— [ Pulls her off.] I will fo. 

Val. But the Servants won't, old Gentleman, that's 
my Comfort ſtill. | | [it. 

| Re enter Lovely.] e 
Lov. I'm glad they are gone, for the Duce take 
me if I could hit the Way out. | 

A Mah $45 [Enter Sir James.] | 
3 Ha— Enſign! luckily met; I have 
been Labouring for you, and I hope done you a 
Piece of Seryice, Why, you look OL 
| | Lov, 
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Lob. . Surpriz d fo wou'd you, Sir Harry, if 


you had been whelm'd under a Tub, without 


room to breathe. 
Sir 7am. Under a Tub! ha, ha, ha. 
Lov. *'T was the only Place of Shelter. 
Sir Fam. Come, come, I have a better Proſpect; 
the Captain 1s a very honeſt Fellow, and thinks if 
you can bear. with the Girl, you deſerve. her For- 
tune; here's your Part, [Gives a Paper] he'll give 
you your Cue; he ſtays at his Lodging foꝝ you. 
.. Lov. What's the Deſign ? 1 
Sir Fam. That will tell you; quick Diſpatch. 
Lov. Well, Sir James, I know you have a pro- 
likc Brain, and will rely on your Contrivances, and 


* 


if it ſucceeds, the Captain ſhall have a Bowl of 


Punch large enough to ſet his Ship afloat. [Exzt, 
. | Lady Reveller, Lady Lucy, Ars. Sago, appear 

vir am. The Tea Table broke up already! I 
fear there has been but fmall Recruits of Scandal 
To-day. 1 

Mrs. Sago. Well, I'Il ſwear Ithink the Captain's 
a pleaſant Feilow, 

Sir Fam. That's becauſe he made his Court to 
her. of LAſide. 
L. Reuel. Oh—I nauſeate thoſe amphibious Crea- 
rures. SHO « * 
Sir Jam. Umph ; ſhe was not addreſs'd to. 


L. Lucy. He ſeems neither to want Senſe, Ho- 
nour, nor true Courage; and methinks there is a 
Beauty in his plain Delivery. | 


Sir Jam. There ſpoke Sincerity without Affecta- 
tion. | 35 | 

L. Revel. How ſhall we paſs the Afternoon? 

Sir Jam. Ay, Ladies, how ſhall we ? 

L. Revel. You, here!] I thought you. had. lifted 
yourſelf. Voluntier under the Captain, to board 
ſome Prize, you whiſper'd fo often, and ſneak'd 
out one atter another. TH | >; 4 

Sir Fam. Who would give one ſelf the Pains to 
cruiſe Abroad, when all one values is at Home? 
8 | El L. Aexel, 
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Lady Revel. To whom is this directed? Or will 


| you monopolrze and ingroſs us all? 
Sir James. No, — tho” you would wake Deſire in 


every Beholder, I reſign ied o to my worthy Friend, 
Lady Lucy. And the reſt of the Company have no 


| Pretence to you. 


Mrs. Sago. That's more than the knows. [ Aſide. 
Sir James. Beauty, Ike yours, wou'd give all 
Mankind Pretence. | 

Mrs. Sago. So, not a Word to me; are theſe his 


Vows ? Pp In an uneaſy Air. 
Lady Lucy. There sone upon the Teaſe already. 
8 [Ali de. 


Lady Revel. Why, you are in Diforder, my Dear; 
ou look as if you had loſt a Tran Leva: What 
has you ſaid to her, Sir Fames? 


Sir Zames. I ſaid, Madam! I hope I never ſay my 


Ez Thing to offend the Ladies. The Devil's in the 


married Women, they can't conceal their own In- 


1 though they ſwear us to Secrecy. Aide. 


ady Lucy. You miſtake, Couſin; tis his ſaying 
nothing to her has put her upon the Fret. 
| 55 Revel. Ah! your Obſervations are always 
mailtious. 

Mrs. Sago. I deſpiſe them, dear Lady Reveller, let's 
in to Picquet; I ſuppoſe Lady Lacy would be pleas'd 
with Sir James alone to finiſh her Remarks. 

Lady Lucy. Nay, if you remove the e the 
Diſcourſe ceaſes. 

Sir James. [Going up to 50 ] This you am upon 
your ſelf; you will diſcover it. [To Her. 
„ Sago. Yes, your Falſhood. 


Lady Revel. Come; my dear Sir James, will 


you make one at a Pool? 

Sir James. Pardon me, Madam, I'm to be at 
White's in half an Hour, anon at the r 
I'm yours. 

Mrs. Sago. No, no, he can't r lenve her. 

en „ ſtill looking back. 
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Lady Lucy. They play. Gold Sir Fames, 8 

Sir 7 ames. [Going up to Lady Lucy.) Madam, 
were your Heart the Stake, I'd renounce all En- 
e to win that, or retrieve my own. 
| dy Lucy. I muſt like the Counter-ftake very 
well, e're I play ſo high, 

Mrs. Sago. Sir James, heark'ye, one Word with 

ou. | 
6 5 Breaking from Lady Reveller's Hand, 
pulling Sir James by the Sleeve. : 


Lady Lucy,” Ha, ha, I knew ſhe could not ſtir; 


T'il remove your Conſtraint, but, with my wonted 
Freedom, will tell you plainly — your Husband's 
Shop would better become. you than Gaming and 


Gallants. Oh Shame to Virtue, that Women ſhould 


copy Men in their moſt reigning Vices! 7 
Of Virtue's wholſome Rules unjuſtly we complain, 
When Search of Pleaſures give us greater Pain. 
How ſlighriy we our Reputation guard, 

Which loſt but once can never be repair'd. 
Lady Revel. Farewel Sentences, 

l [ Enter Alpiew. } 8 
Ab. Madam— [/T hiſpers her Lay. 
Mrs. Sago So then, you'd pertuade me twas the 

Care of my Fame. 


Sir James. Nothing elſe I proteſt, my dear little 


Rogue; I have as much Love as you, but J have 


more Conduct. 8 

Mrs. Ango. Well, you know how ſoon I forgive 
you your Faults. | 
Sir James. Now to what Purpoſe have I lyed my 


ſelf into her good Graces, when I would be glad 


to be rid of her:? Aſide. 


Lady Reve!. Booted and ſpurr'd ſay you! Pray tend. 


him up, Sir James; I ſuppoſe Truſty Buckle ts come 


with ſome diverting Embaſſy from your Friend. 


¶ Enter Buckle in a Riding- Dreſs. ] 
Mr. Buckle, Why in this Equipage ? 
Buckle, Ah! Madam— 
Lady Revel. Out with it. 
x Buckle, 
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_ Buckle. Farewel Friends, Parents, and my Country; | 
thou, dear Play-Houſe, and ſweet Park, Farewel. 


Lady Revel. Farewel, why, whether are you 


oing ? | 
Buckle. My Lord and I am going where they 
never knew Deceit. ; 


Sir James. That Land is inviſible, Buckle. 
Lady Revel. Ha, ha, ha. 5 
Sir James. Were my Lord of my Mind, your 


Ladyſhip ſhould not have had ſo large a Theme 


for your Mirth. Your Servar Ladies. [Exit. 
Lady Revel. Well, but what's your Buſineſs ? 


Buckle. My Lord charg'd me in his Name to take 


his everlaſting Leave of your Ladyſhip. 
Lady Revel. Why, where is he going pray? 
Buckle. In Search of a Country where there is ne 
Women. : 9 85 | 
Mrs. Sago. Oh dear! Why what have the Women 
done to him, pray? | 
Buckle. Done to him, Madam! He ſays they are 


all Proud, Perfidious, Vain, Inconſtant, Coquets in 


England. 
Mrs. Sago. Oh! He'll find they are every where 


the ſame. 235 | 
Lady Revel. And this is the Cauſe of his whimſi- 


cal Pilgrimage ? Ha, ha. 

Buckle. And this proceeds from your ill Uſage, 
Madam; when he left your Houſe — he flung him- 
ſelf into his Coach with ſuch a Force, that he, broke 
all the Windows—as they ſay — for my Part I was 
not there — When he came home he beat all his 
Servants round to be reveng' d. 

Alp. Was you there, Buckle. 


Buckle. No, I thank my Stars, when I arriv'd, ' 


the Expedition was over — in haſte he mounted his 

Chamber — flung himſelf upon his B:d— burſt 

out into a violent Paſhon — Oh that ever I ſhould 

ſuffer myſelf to be impos'd upon, ſaid he, by this 

Coquettiſh Beauty ! | 

Lady Revel. Meaning me, Buckle, Ha, ha. 
= Buckle. 
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Buckle. Stay till J have finiſh'd the Piece, Ma- 
dam, and your Ladyſhip ſhall judge — ſhe's. as 
Fickle as ſhe's Fair — ſhe does not ufe more Art to 
gain a Lover, ſaid he, than to deceive him when 

e Is fix d — Humph. [ Leering at her. 

Lady Revel. Pleaſant — and does he call this tak- 
ing Leave? 

Mrs. Sago. A comical Adieu. 


Buckle. Oh ! Madam, I'm not come to the Tra- 
gical Part of it yet; ſtarting from his Bed 


Lady Revel. I thought it had been all Farce - 


if there be any Thing Heroick int, I'll fet my Face 
and look grave. | IT | 
Buckle, My Relation will require it, Madam, for 
at the Repetition: Had yo 
but ſeen how often he travers'd tie Room, [ Acting it. 
hear'd how often he ſtamp'd, what diſtorted Faces 
he made, caſting up his Eyes thus, biting his 
Thumbs thus. 
Lady Revel. Ha, ha, ha, 


you'll make an admi- 


rable Actor ſhall I ſpeak to the Parentees for you 


_ Mrs. Sago. But pray how did this end? 
” Buckle. At laſt, Madam, quite ſpent with Rage, 
he ſunk down upon his Elbow, and his Head feil 
upon his Arm. | ORE? 

Lady Revel. What, did he faint away? 

Buckle. Ol, no. | 

Mrs. Sago. He did not die? 

Buckle. No, but he fell aſleep. 

Lady Revel. Oh brave Prince Prettiman / 

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha. | 

Buckle. After three Hours Nap he wak'd — and 
calling haftily — my dear Buckle, ſaid he, let's to 
the End of the World; and try* to find a Place 
where the Sun ſhines not here and there at one 
Time — for *tis not fit that it ſhould at once look 
upon two Perſons whoſe Sentiments are ſo dif- 
ferent — She no longer regards my Pain, Ungrate- 
fal, Falſe, Inhuman, Barbarous Woman. 

Lady Revel. Fooliſh, Fond, Believing, Eaſy 

© 


9 
4 
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Man; there's my Anſwer — Come, ſhall we to 
Picquet, my Dear? OE 
Buckle. Hold, hold, Madam, I han't half done— 
Mrs. Sago. Oh! Pray my Lady Reveller, let's 
have it out, tis very diverting— | 
Buckle. He call'd me in a feeble Voice; Buckle, 
ſaid he, bring me my little Scrutore - for I will 
write to Lady Reveller before I part from this 
Place, never to behold her more - What, don't you 


cry, Madam? 


Lady Revel. Cry—No, no; go on, go on. 
Buckle. Tis done, Madam—and there's the Let- 
ter. | [Gives her a Letter. 
ady Revel. So, this compleats the Narration. 
| Th N [ Reads, 
Madam, Since I cannot live in à Place where there 


is a Poſſibility of ſeeing you without admiring, [ reſolve to 
fly; I am going to Flanders; ſince you are falſe I have 
no Buſineſs here — I need not deſcribe the Pain I feel, 


on are but too well acquainted with that — therefore 
l chuſe Death rather than Return— Adieu. | 
Buckle. Can any Man in the World write more 
tenderly, Madam? Does he not ſay *tis impoſſible 
to love you, and go for Flanders ? and that he 
would rather hear of your Death than Return 
Lady Revel. Excellent! Ha, ha. | 
Buckle. What, do you laugh? 
Mrs. Sago. Who can forbear ? | N 
Buckle. I think you ought to die with Grief; I 


warrant Heaven will puniſh you all. [Going.- 


Mrs. Ap. But hark ye, Buckle, where are you 
going now ? 3 | 
Buckle. To tell my Lord in what Manner your La- 


dy receiv'd his Letter; Farewel - now for Flanders 


Mrs. Ab. A fair Wind and a good Voyage to 
„ As he goes out, enter Lord Worthy. 
Buckle. My Lord here! So, now may T have my 
Head broke for my long Harangue if it comes out. 
Lady Reve]. Oh Miraculous — my Lord! you 


have not fniſh'd your Campaign already, have 


vou? 
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vou? Ha, ha, ha; or has the Fench made Peace at 
hearing of your Lordſhip's intended Bravery, and 
left you no Enemies to combat? _ 
Lord. My worſt of Foes are here—here, within 
my Breaſt ; your Image, Madam, | 
Lady Revel. O dear, my Lord, no more of that 
Theme, for Buckle has given us a Surfeit on't alrea- 
dy—even from your breaking the Glaſſes of your 
Coach—to your falling faſt aſſeep, Ha, ha, ha. 
Lord. The Glaſſes of my Coach! What do you 
mean, Madam— Oh Hell! T[Biting-his Thumbs. 
Buckle. Ruin'd quite— Madam, for Heaven's ſake 
what does your Ladyſhip mean? I ly'd in every 
Syllable I told you, Madam. 755 
Laay. Nay, If your Lordſhip has a Mind to act 
it over again, we will oblige you for once—_4þieew, 
ſet Chairs Come, dear Sago, fit down—and let the 
Play begin — Buckle knows his Part, and upon Ne- 
ceſlity could act yours too, my Lord. | 
Lord. What has this Dog been doing? When he 
was only to deliver my Letter, to give her new Sub- 
ject for Mirth Death, methinks I hate her Oh 
that I cou'd hold that Mind— What makes you in 
this Equi page? Ha! Sirrah? Aide. 
Buckle. My Lord, I, I, I, I. 
Lord. Peace Villian— [Strikes him. 
Lady. Hey—this is changing the Scene. 
- Buckle. Who the Devil wonld rack his Brains for 
theſe People of Quality, who like no Body's Wit 
but their own ?— | [4ſide. 
Mrs. Sago. If the beating wereInvention before, thou 
haſt it now in reality ; if Wars begin, Fll retire. They 
may agree better alone perhaps. [Exit. 
Lady. Where did you learn this Rudeneſs, my 
Lord, to ſtrike your Servant before me? | 
Tord. When you have depriv'd a Man of his Rea- | 
fon, how can you blame his Conduct? FE 
Buckle. Reaſon—Egad— there's not three Drams 
of Reaſon between you both — as my Cheek can 
tellify. . ran Hat: | [4ſide. 
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Lady. The Affront was meant to me—nor will I 
co theſe Paſhons—I thought I had forbid your 
Vine 

Lord. I thought I had reſolv'd againſt them too. 

Alpieww. But Reſolutions are of ſmall Force of 
either Side. ä | [Afrde. 

Lord. Grant me but this one Requeſt, and [il 
remove this hated Object. 

Lady. Upon Condition *tis the laft. | 

Lord. It ſhall—I think it ſhall at leaft—ls there 
a Happy Man for whom I am deſpiſed ? 3 

Lady. I thought *twas ſome ſuch ridiculous Queſ- 
tion; I'm of the Low-Charch, my Lord, conſequent- 
ly hate Confeſſors! ha, ha, ha. | 13 

Buckle. And Penance too I dare ſwear. [Afide. 

Lord. And every Ty but Play, MW | 

Lady. Dare you, the Subject of my Power—you, 

that petition Love, arraign my Pleaſures? Now 


I m fixt—and will never ſee you more. 


Buckle. Now wou'd any Body ſwear ſhe's in earneſt. 
Lord. I cannot bear that Curſe—ſee me ar your 
Feet again, [Aneels.] Oh! you have tortur'd me 


enough, take pity now dear Tyrant, and let my 


Suffering end. 
Lady. I muſt not be Friends with him, for then 
I ſhall have him at my Elbow all Night, and ſpoil 
my Luck at the Baſſet-Jable. [Aſfide.] Either 
Cringing or Correcting, always in Extreams-—I am 
weary of this Fatigue. | 
He that would gain my Heart, muſt learn theWay 
Not to controul, but readily obey ; 
For he that once pretends my Faults to ſee, 
That Moment makes himſelf all Faults to me. ¶ Exit. 
| Buckle. There's the Inſide ofa Woman. [ 4fide. 
Lord, Gone—now Curſes on me for a Fool—the 
worſt of Fools—a Woman's Fool 3 | 
Whole only Pleaſure is to feed her Pride, 
Fond of her Self, ſhe cares for none beſide: 
So true Coquets their numerous Charms diſplay, 
And ſtrive to conquer, purpoſerto betray. . x = 
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E, 

[. Enter Lord Worthy and Sir James.] 

. f 

E LL, my Lord, I have left my 

Cards 1n the Hand of a Friend to 
hear what you have to ſay to me. Love I'm ſure 
1s the Text, therefore divide and ſubdivide as quick 
as you can. | 

Lord. Coud'ſt thou infuſe into me thy Temper, 
Sir Fames, I ſhou'd have thy Reaſon too; but I 
am born to love this Fickle, Faithleſs Fair What 
have I not eſſay'd to raze her from my Breaſt ; 
* all in vain! I muſt have her, or I muſt not 
ive. i 

Sir 1 gab Nay, if you are ſo far gone, my Lord, 

your Diſtemper requires an able Phyſician —W har 

think you of Lovely's bringing a File of Musketcers 

and carry her away, Vi & Armis? 5 5 


E 
. 


Lord. That Way might give her Perſon to my 
Arms, but where's the Heart ? 
* A Trifle in Competition with her 
Body. bo Eb ew 1 
Lek The Heart's the Gem that I prefer. 
Sir James. Say you fo my Lord? I'll engage 
three Parts of Europe will make that Exchange with 
you; Ha, ha, ba. | | 
Lord. That Maxim wou'd hold with me perhaps 
in all but her; there I muſt have both or none; 
therefore inſtruct me, Friend, thou who negligent 
in Love, keeps always on the Level with the Þ 
Fair — What Method ſhall I take to ſound her 
Soul's Deſign ? For tho* her Carriage puts me on 
the Rack when I behold that Train of Fools about 
her, yer my Heart will plead in her Excuſe, and 
calm my Anger ſpite of all Efforts. * gd 
Sir James. Humph? I have a Plot, my Lord, if 
ou will comply with it. 2 


Lord. Nothing of Force, 


Sir James. 
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Sir James. Whate'er it be you ſhall be Witneſs 
of it, twill either quench your Flame, or kindle 


- 


ÞF hers. I only will appear the Guilty; but here's 
Company, Pl! tell you all within. 


[ Enter Captain and Lovely, dreſi d like a Tar. ] 
Lord. I'll exper ou. | [ Ext. 
Sir James. Ha, Captain, how fits the Wind be- 


| tween you and your Miſtreſs? Ha? 


Capt, North and by South, Faith; but here's 


one fails full Faſt, and without ſome unexpected 
Tornado, from the old Man's Coaſt — he makes 


his. Port I warrant ye. 


Lovely. T wiſh I were at Anchor once. 2 
Sir Fames. Why, thou art as arrant a Tar, as if 


| thou had'ſt made an Eaſt- India Voyage, ha, ha. 


Lovely. Ay, am I not, Sir Ln But Egad I 
hope the old Fellow underſtands nothing of Naviga- 
tion; if he does, I ſhall be at a loſs for the Terms. 
Sir James. Oh! no matter for Terms — look big, 
and bluſter for your Country — deſcribe the Yigo 
Buſineſs — pubhick News will furniſh you wit! 


that, and I'll engage the Succeſs. 


Capt. Ay, ay, let me alone, I'll bear up with 
Sir Richard, and thou ſhalt board his Pinnace with 
Conſent, ne er fear ho, here he comes full Sail. 

| Enter Sir Richard. ] i 

Sir Richard, Lm glad to ſee you; this is my 
Kinſman which I roll you of ; as ſoon as he landed 
I brought him to kiſs your Hands. rs 

Sir Rich. J honour you, you are welcome. 

Lovely. I thank you, Sir, — I'm not for Compli- 
ments; *tis a Land Language, I underftand it not; 
Courage, Honeſty, and Plain-dealing Truth, is 
the Learning of our Element; if you like that I 
am for ye. WO 

Sir Fames. The Rogue does it to a Miracle, 

5 [Aſide to the Captain. 

Capt. He's an improving Spark, I find, ha, ha. 

Sir Rich. Like it, Sir? why tis the only Thing L 
do like, hang 9 and Court breeding, 
' | IT 
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it ſerves only to make Men a Prey to one another, 


to encourage Cowardice, and ruin Trade— No, 
Sir, give me the Man that dares meet Death and 
Dinner with the ſame Appetite — one who rather 
than let in Popery, would let out his Blood ; to 
maintain ſuch Men I'd pay double Cuſtom ; nay, 
all my Gain ſhou'd go for their Support. i 
Sir James. The beſt Well-wiſher ro his Country 
of an Engliſuman J ever heard. 18 

Lovely, Oh! Sir Richard, I wiſh the Nation were 
all of your Mind, *twou'd give the Soldiers and 
the Sailors Life. Captain, launch off a.round Lye 
or Two. 

Capt. And make us fight with Heart and Hand; 
ox $00 Ill aſſure you, fits your Principle to 
a Hair; he hates the French ſo much, he ne'er fails 


to give them a Broadſide where'er he meets them; 
an 


has brought in more Privateers this War than 

half the Captains in the Navy; he was the firſt 
Man that boarded the French Fleet at Vigo and 
in Eibralter Buſineſs — the Gazeteer will inform you 
of the Name of Captain Match. | 

Sir F ames, Is this that Captain Match? 

Lovely. For want of a better, Sir. 

Sir Fames. Sir, I ſhall be proud of being known 
tO vou. * 5 1 

98 Rich. And I of being related to you, Sir — 
have a Daughter young and handſome, and III 


give her a. Portion ſhall make thee an Admiral, | 


Boy; for a Soul like thine is fit only to Command 


a Navy -— what ſay'ſt thou? arr thou for a Wife! 
| Sir James. So, tis done, ha, ha, ha. [4ſiar. 


Gapt. A proſperous Gale I'faith. : 

Lovely. I don't know, Sir Richard, mehap a Wo- 
man may not like me; I am rough and Storm-like 
in my Temper, unacquainted with the Effeminacy 


of Courts; I was born upon the Sea, and ſince [ | 


can remember, never liv'd two Months on Shore; 
if I marry, my Wife muſt go Aboard, I promiſe 
vou that. * | „ 1 

| ir 


ther, 
No, 
and 
ther 
3 OO 
nay, i 
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Sir Rich. Aboard Man? Why ſhe ſhall go. to the 
Tadies with thee — Oh! ſuch a Son-in-Law— how 
ſhall I be bleſs'd in my Poſterity? now do I foreſee 
the Greatneſs of my Gratich Children; the Sons of 
this Man ſhall, in the Ages to come, maſs France 
a Tributary Nation. 

Lovely. Once in an Engagement, Sir, as I was 
giving Orders to my Men, comes a Ball and took 
off a Fellow's Head, and ſtruck it full'in my Teeth ; 


TI whip _ d it up, clappid i it into a Gun, and 2 i 


at the Enemy again. 
Sir Rich. Wichout the leaſt Concern ! 
Lovely. Concern, Sir — ha, ha, ha, if it had 
been my own Head I would have done the like, 
Sir Rich. Prodigious Effect of Courage! ! — Cap» 


rain I'll fetch my Girl, and be here again in an In- 


ſtant —What an Honour will it be to have ſuch a 
Se | [Exit. 
Capt. Ha, "Pr ha, ha, you ebe your Maſter. , 
Sir James. Hh ha, ha, ha, the old pier s tranſ- 
orted:4::-. + 
g Lovely. I — "twas over, I am al in a Sweat; 
here he comes again. 
[ Enter Sir Richard and Valeria, 1 9 8 

Sir Rich. I'll hear none of your Excuſes Captaĩn 


your Hand there take her, and theſe Gentlemen 


ſhall be Witneſſes, if they pleaſe, to this Paper, 


wherein I give her my whole Eſtate when I die, 


and twenty thouſand Pounds down upon the Nail; J 
care not whether my Boy be worth a Groat — get 
me but Grandſons and I'm rich enou 

Capt. —— ſaid, I'faith—mu KS: Good may do 


him with her. 


Lovely. III do my Endeavour, Father, I 'promiſe 
ou vs 
J Sir James. I wiſh you Joy, Captain, and you, 
Madam. 

Val. That's un ble; — can I have Joy in 2 
Species ſo yery ifferent from my own? Oh my 
dear Lovely ! —We _— only form'd for _ ano- 

* ther; 5 — 
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ther; — thy dear Enquiring Soul is more to me 
than all theſe uſeleſs Lumps of animated Clay: 
Duty compels. my Hand — but my Heart is ſub- 
ject only ro my Mind, — the Strength of that 
they cannot conquer; — no, with the Reſolution 
of the Great Unparallel'd Epi#etus,— J here pro- 
reſt my Will ſhall ne'er aſſent to any but my 
Lovely. | I | | 
Sir Rich. Ay, you and your Will may pht- 
loſophize as long as you pleaſe, — Miſtreſs, — 
but your Body ſhall be taught another Doc- 
trine, — it ſhall ſo, Your Mind and your Soul 
quotha ! Why, what a Pox has my Eſtate to do 
with them? Ha? Tis the Fleſh Houſwife, that muſt 
raiſe Heirs, — and Supporters of my Name; — 
and fince I knew the getting of the Edate, ris fit 
I ſhould diſpoſe of it, — and 1 no more 
Excuſes, this is your Husband, do you fee. 
take my Word for it. BIOL SN | 
Val. The outwardempty Form of Marriage take, 
But all beyond I keep for Lovely's Sake. 
Thus on the Ground for ever fix my Eyes ; 
All Sights but Lovely ſhall their Balls deſpiſe. } 
Sir Rich. Come, Captain, — my Chaplain is with · 
in, he ſhal! do the Buſineſs this Minute: If I don't 
uſe the Authority of a Father, this Baggage will 
make me loſe ſuch a Son- in-Law, that the City's 
Wealth can't purchaſe me his Fellow. [Afde. 
Lov. Thanks dear Invention for this timely Aid: 
The Bait's gone down, he's by himſelf betray d 
Thus till where Arts both true and honeſt fail, 
Deceitful Wit and Policy prevail. 
al. To Death, or any Thing, — tis all alike to 
8 | [Exit cum Valeria. 
Sir Rich. Get you in I ſay, Huſſey, get 
vou in. In as Conſcience my Niece has ſpoil'd 
her already; but Fll have her married this Mo- 
ment: Captain, you have hound me ever to 
you by this Match; command me and my * 
| os . . 


- 
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for ever; — But ſhall I not have you Company, 


Gentlemen, to be Witneſſes of this 
ful Knot? . 

Capt. Yes, Faith, Sir Richard, I have too much 
Reſpect for my Kinſman to leave him, — till I ſee 
him ſafe in Harbour; I'll wait on you preſently. 
Sir James. I am engag'd in the next Room ar 
Play, I beg your Pardon, Sir Richard, for an 
Hour; I'll bring the whole Company to congratu- 
late the Bride and Bridegroom. 

Sir Rich. Bride and Bridegroom ! . Congratulate 


ot, this joy- 


me, Man! Methinks I already fee my Race re- 
corded amongſt the foremoſt Heroes of my Na- 


tion; — Boys, all Boys, and all Soldiers. 
T hey ſhall the Pride of France andSpain pull down, 
And add their Indies to our Engliſh Crown. [Exit. 
Sir Fames. Ha, ha, ha, never was Man ſo bigot- 
ted before; —— how will this End when he diſ- 
covers the Cheat? Ha, ha, won't you make one 
with the Ladies, Captain ? | 
Capt. I don't care it I do venture a Piece or two; 
Til bur diſpatch a little Buſineſs and meet you at 


the Table, Sir Lames. 


[ Enter Lady Lacy. ] 


# Sir James. Ha, Lady Lucy! is your Lady ſhip re- 
cConcil'd to Baſſe yet? Will you give me leave ro 


loſe this Purſe to you, Madam ? F 
Lady Lucy. T thank Fortune, T neither wiſh, nor 
need it, Sir James; I preſume the next Room is 
furniſh'd with Avarice enough to ſerve you in that 
Affair, if it is a Burthen to you; or Mrs. Sago's 


i Luck may give you an Opportunity of returning 


ſome of the Obligations you lie under. | 
Sir James. Your Sex, Madam, extorts a Duty 
from ours, and a well bred Man can no more refute 

his Money to a Lady, than a Sword to his Friend, 
Lady Lucy. That Superfluity of good Manners, 
Sir James, would do better converted into Cha- 
rity; this Town abounds with Objects, 
C72: - 5 _wou'd 
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wou'd it not leave a more glorious Fame be- 


hind you to be the Founder of ſome pious Work, 


when all the Poor, at mention of your Name, ſhall 


bleſs your Memory, than that Poſterity ſhou'd ſay 


vou waſted your Eftate on Cards and Women. 
Sir James. Humph, tis pity ſhe were not a 
Man, ſhe preaches ſo empharically. ( 4f4e.) Faith, 
Madam, you have a very good Notion,” but ſome- 
thing too early ; — when I am old, I may put 


of 


your Princip 


les in Practice, but Youth for Pleaſure 
was deſign'd. — D EN 


” 


Lady Lucy. The trueſt Pleaſure muſt conſiſt in 


doing good, which cannot be in Gaming.” | 
Sir Fames. Every Thing is good in its Kind, 
Madam; Cards are harmlets Bits of Paper, Dice in- 


ſipid Bones and Women made for Men. = 
Lady Lucy. Right, Sir James, — but all theſe 


Things ma 


Y be perverted. 


Cards are harmleſs 


Bits of Paper in themſelves, yer through them, 
what Miſchiefs have been done? What Orphans 


- wrong'd ? What Tradeſmen ruin'd? What Coaches 


and Equipages diſmiſs'd for them? | 


Sir amel. But then, how many fine Coaches and 


Equipages have they ſet up, Madam ? 
Lady Lucy. Is it the more honourable for that? 


gance in my O 
nently ſcandalons. — 


Sir James. Oh! 


\ How many Miſſes keep Coaches too? Which Arro- 
pinion only makes them more emi- 


Thoſe are fuch as have a 


Mind to be damn'd in this State, Madam; — but 


hope your Lad 
Gameſters. 


Lady Lucy. 


* 


yſhip don't rank them amongſt us 


They are inſeparable, Sir James; 


Madam's Grandeur muſt be upheld — tho' the 
Baker and Butcher ſhut up Shop. 

Sir James. Oh! Your Ladyſhip wrongs us mid- 
dling Gentlemen there; to ruin Tradeſmen is the 
Quality's Prerogative only; and none beneath a 


Lord 
ha, h 


can pretend to do 


a. 


't with an honourable Air, 


Lady 


* 
3 . 


it 
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Lady Lucy. Their Example ſways the meaner 
Sort ; I grieve to think that Fortune ſhou'd exalt 
ſuch vain, ſuch vicious Souls, whilſt Virtue's 


cloath'd in Raggs. | 
Sir James. Ah! Faith, ſhe'd make bur a ſcurvy 


Figure at Court, Madam ; the Stateſmen and Po- 


liticians wou'd ſuppreſs her quickly; —— but 
whilſt ſhe remains in your Breaſt ſhe's ſafe, 
and makes us all in love with that fair Covering. , 
Lady Lucy. Oh! Fie, he, Sir James, Wen cou'd 
not love one that hates your chief Diverſion. 
Sir James. I ſhou'd hate it too, Madam, on ſome 


Terms that I cou'd name. 


Lady Lucy What wou'd make that Converſion pray} 
Sir James. Your Heart. | | 
Lady Lucy. I cou'd pay that Price — but dare 

not venture upon one ſo wild. —— [ Afide.] Firſt 

Tet me ſee the Fruit e'er I take a Leaſe of the 

Garden, Sir James. | 
Sir James. Oh! Madam, the beſt Way is to ſe- 

cure the Ground, and then you way manure and 

cultivate it as you pleaſe. | : 

Lady Lucy. That's a certain Trouble, and un- 


certain Profit, and in this Affair, I prefer the 


Theory before the Practick: But I detain you 
from the Table, Sir James — you are wanted to 
Tally—— your Servant. "” ., x F-- 

Sir James. Nay, if you leave me, Madam, the 
Devil will tempt me, She's gone, and now 
can't I ſhake off the Thought of Seven wins, Eight 
loſes — for the Blood of me, and all this grave 
Advice of her's is loft, Faith, — tho' 1 do 
love her above the reſt of her Sex; — ſhe's an ex- 


ac Model of what all Women ought to be, — and 


yet your merry little coquettiſh Tits are very di- 
verting ; well, now for Baſſet; let me ice 
what Money have J about me. — Humph ! about 
a hundred Guineas, — half of which will ſet the 
Ladies to cheating — falſe Parolies in abundance. 
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Each trifling Toy wou'd tempt in Times of Old, 
Now nothing melts a Woman's Heart like Gold. 
SomeBargatns drive,others more nice than they, 
Who'd have you think they ſcorn to kiſs for Pay; 
To purchaſe them you muſt loſe deep at Play. 
With ſeveral Women, ſeveral Ways prevail ; 
But Gold's a certain Way that cannot fail. [Zxiz. 


The Sc NE draws, and diſcovers Lady Reveller, 
Ars. Sago, and ſeveral Gentlemen and Ladies round 
4 Table at Baſſet. OT 
[ Enter Sir James.] . 
Lady Revel. Oh! Sir James, are you come? We 
want you to Tally for us. 

Sir James. What Luck, Ladies? 

Lady Kevel. I have only won a Sept & lewa. 

Mrs. Sago. And I have loft a Trante & Leva, 
my ill Fortune has not forſook me yet I ſee. 

Sir James. I go a Guinea upon that Card, 

Lady Revel. You Joſe that Card. 

Mr. Sago. I maſe Sir Fames's Card double. 

Banker. Seven wins, and five loſes ; you have loſt 
it, Madata. —_ 

Mrs. Sago. Again? — ſure never was Woman ſo 
unlucky. 

Banker. Knave wins, and ten loſes; you have 
won, Sir James. | | 

Lady Revel. Clean Cards here. | 

Mrs. Sago. Burn this Book, ſt has an unlucky Air, 
(Tears them.) Bring ſome more Books. 

' ( Enter Captain.) 

Lady Revel. Oh! Captain, here ſet a Chair; 
come, Captain, you ſhall ſit by me— now if we 
can but ſtrip this Tarr, 5 

Capt. With all my Heart, Madam; come, 
what do you play Gold? — that's ſomething high 
tho“; — well, a Guinea upon this honeſt Knave of 
Clubs. . | I 

Lady Revel. You loſe it for a Guinea more. 

Capt, Done, Madam. | 


Banker. 


Banber. The Five wins, and the Knave loſes. 
Lady Revel. You have loſt it Captain. 

dir e! The Knave wins for two Guineas 
more, Madam. 8 | i 

Lady Revel. Done, Sir James. 

Banker. Six wins, — Knave loſes. - +» 
Sir James. Oh! the Devil, I fac'd, I had rather 
have loſt all. 


_ Banker, Nine wins, Queen looſes, — you have won. 


Mrs. Sago. I'll make a Paroli, — I maſe as much 
more; your Card loſes, Sir Fames, for two Guineas, 


your's, Captain, loſes for a Guinea more. 


Banker. Four wins, Nine loſes; — yow have lot 
iadam, p 

- Mrs. Sago. Oh! I cou'd tear my Fleſh — as I 

tear thoſe. Cards? — Confuſion ! 1 can never win 


above a wretched Paroli; for if I puſh to Sept & 


Leva, tis gone. alls about diſorderly. 
Banker. Ace wins, Knave loſes. 3 
Capt. Sink the Knave, I'll fer no more on't. 
Lady Revel. Fac't again; — what's the Meaning: 
of this ill Luck to Night? Bring me a Book of 


Hearts, I'Il try if they are more ſucceſsful, that on 


the Queen ; yours and your Card loſes, | 
Mrs. Sago. Bring me a freſh Book; bring me a- 


nother Book; bring me all Diamonds, 


[ Looks upon them One by One, then 
. throws them over Her Shoulders. 
Lady Rexel That can never be lucky; the Name 
of Feauels don't become a Citizen's Wife. [ Aſide. 
Banter. King wins, the Tray loſes. 5 
Sir James. You have great Luck to Night, 
Mr. Sharper, © | 
Sharper. So I have, Sir James, 
Soneca every Time. 
Lady Revel. But if he has got the Nack of win- 


I have won 


ing thus, he ſhall ſharp no more here, I promiſe: 


him. DE | Ade: 
Mrs. Sago. J maſe that. | ; 
Lady Revel. Sir James, pray will you Tally: 
| | C 5 : . 
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Sir James. With all my Heart, Madam: 
[Takes the Cards and ſbuffles them. 


Mrs. Sago. Pray give me the Cards, Sir. 
[Takes em and Akutes em, and 
gives em to him again. 


Capt. I et OY | 

Lady Revel. I ſet Five Guineas upon his Card, 
Sir James. 

Sir James. Done, Madam, Five a 05 loſes, 

Mrs. Sago. I ſer that. 

Sir James Five don't go, and Seven loſes. 

Capt. I maſe double. | 

Lady Rexel. J maſe that. 

Sir Zames, Three wins, Six loſes. 

Mrs Sage. I maſe, I maſe double, and that — 
Oh ye malicious Stars ! — again. 

Sir James. Eight wins, Seven loſes. 
Ci. So, this Trante & leva makes ſome amends ;—- 
Adsbud, I hate cheating. — What's that falſe Cock 
made for now ? Ha, Madam ? | 
Lady Rede. Nay, Mrs. Sago, if you begin to 

play —_ - 

Mrs. Sago. Rude Brute, to take notice of the 
Slight of Hand in our Sex; — I proteſy he wrongs 
me, Madam, — there's the Dernier take, and 
VII fer it all, — now Fortune favour me, or this 
Moment is my laft, 

Lady Revel. There's the laſt of fifty Pounds, — 
what's the meaning of this ? 

Sir James Now "for my Plot; her Stock is low 1 
perceive. [. a Purſe of Gold into the Furbe- 

| loes of Lady Reveller's Apron. 

Lady Rerel. I never had ſuch ill Luck, — I muſt | 
fetch more Money: Ha, from whence came this:? 

This is the genteeleſt Piece of Gallantry; the Ac- 
tion is Sir Harrys, J ſee by his Eyes. 
| [Diſcovers a Purſe in the Hurbeloes of her 1 

Sir James. Nine wins, Six loſes. 
rs. Sago. I am ruin'd and undone for ever; oh, oh, 
oh, to loſe every Card, oh, oh, oh. eee 

Capt. 


: 
„ 
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Capt. So, there's one Veſſel ſprung a-Leak, and 1 


am almoſt aſhore; — if I go on at this Rate, 1 


ſhall make but a lame Voyage on't I doubt: 

Sir James. Duce wins, Kang loſes. | 
Capt. I maſe again, — I maſe double, I maſe a- 
gain; — now the Devil blow my Head off if ever I 
ſaw Cards run ſo; damn em. 4 . 
[Tears the Cards, and ftamps on em. 
Sir James. Fie, Captain, this Concern among,the- 
Ladies is indecent. . 
_ Capt. Damn the Ladies, — mayn't I ſwear, — or 
tear my Cards, if I pleaſe ; I'm ſure I have paid for 


them; pray count the Cards, I believe there's 3 


falſe Tale. -- | 
Sir James. No they are right, Sir. 
| [Sir Tames counts ent. 
Mrs. Sago, Not to turn one Card ! Oh, oh, oh. 
2 [Stamps up and down 
Lady. Revel. Madam, if you play no longer, 
pray don't diſturb thoſe that do. — Come, Cou- 
rage, Captain, Sir James's Gold was very lucky. — 
Who cou'd endure theſe Men, did they not loſe 


their Money? © | [Afae: 


Capt, Bring another Book here; — that upon 


Ten, — and I maſe that.— [ Puts down à Card, 


; 8 and turns another, 

Sir James. King face't, Eight wins, Ten loſes. 
Capt. Fire and Gunpowder. | (Exit. 
Lady Revel. Ha, ha, ha, what is the Captain 

vaniſh'd in his own Smoke ? — Come I bett it with 


you, Mr. Sharper; your Card loſes. 


l Re-enter Captain, pulling in a Stranger, which he 


had fetch'd out of the Street.] 

Capt. Sir, do you think it poſſibe to loſe a Trants: 
& leva, a Puinze-leva, — and a Sh E-leua, — and 
never turn once. | f 

Stranger. No ſure, *tis impoſſible. 

Capt. Ounds you lye, I did, Sir. . 
| ( Laying his Hand on his Sevord: 

Lady 
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Lady Revel. and e Ah, ha oy 
all enen. Ah, h 85 [Shriek and run off. 
Capt. What the Devil had 1 to do among theſe 


Land -Rats? — Zounds, to loſe forty Pounds for 


nothing, not ſo much as a Wench for it; Ladies, 
quotha, a Man had as good be acquainted 
with Pick- pockets. [Exit. 

Sir James. Ha, ha, ha, the Captain has frightened 
the Women out of their Wits, — now to keep my 


_ Promiſe with my Lord, tho the Thing has but an 


ill Face, no Matter. | 
They join together to enſlave us Men; 
And why not we to conquer them again. 


. —_—_— — 


ACT v. | 
Enter Sir James en one Side, and Lady Reveller on the 
other, | | 


Lady Revel. OIR James, what have you done with 
| the rude Porpois? | 

Sir James. He is gone to your Uncle's Apart- 
ment, Madam, I ſuppoſe. : I was in Pain till 
I knew how your Ladyſhip did after your Fright. 

Lady Revel. Really, Sir nmes, the Fellow has 
put me into the Spleen by his ill Manners. Oh, 
my Stars! that there ſhould be ſuch an unpoliſh'd 
Piece of Humanity, to be in that Diſorder for 
loſing his Money to us Women. I was appre- 
henſive he would haye beat me, ha, ha. 

Sir James. Ha, ha, your Ladyſhip muſt impute 
his Ul Breeding to the Want of Converfation with 
your Sex; but he is a Man of Honour with his 
own, I aſſure you. | 
Lady Revel. J hate out of faſhion'd Honour. — 
Bur where's the Company, Sir James? Shan't we 
play again ? 5 

Sir James. All difpers'd, Madam. 
Lady Revel. Come, you and I'll go to Picquet 
then. f OS. 85 

ir 
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Sir Jam. Oh, I'm tir'd with Cards, Madam, can't 


you think of ſome other Diverſion to paſs a chear- 
ful Hour: I cou'd tell you Ore, if you'd give 
me Leave. | | 

L. Revel. Of your own Invention? Then it muſt 
be a pleaſant One. A 

Sir Fam. Oh, the pleafanteſt one in the World. 

L. Revel. What 1s it, I pray? 

Sir Fam. Love, Love, my dear Charmer. 

| | (Approaches her. 

L. Revel. Oh, Gepid] How came that in your 
Head ? f . Is 

Sir Jam. Nay, tis in my Heart, and except you 


pity me, the Wound 1s mortal. 


L. Revel. Ha, ha, ha, is Sir Fames got into my 
Lord WYorthy's Clats ? You that could tell me I 
Mould not have ſo _ a Theme for my Diver- 
fion, were you in his Place, ha, ha, ha: What, 
and is the Gay, the Airy, the Witty, Inconſtant 
Sir James overtaken ? ha, ha. | 4 

Sir Fam. Very true, Madam, — you ſee there 


is no Jeſting with Fire. — Will you be kind? 


(Gets betæueen her and the Door. 


I. Neve Kind ? Whar a diſmal Sound was 


there I'm afraid your Fever's high, Sir James, 
ha, ha. 5 | | | 
Sir Jam. If you think ſo, Madam, "tis time te 


apply cooling Medicines. (Lecks the Door. 


L.. Revel. Ha, what Inſolence is this? The Door 
lock d! What do you mean, u e 

Sir Fam. Ob, tis ſomething indecent to name it, 
Madam, but I intend to ſhew you. | 

by EN ( Lays hold on her. 

L. Revel. Unhand me, Villain, or Il cry 
9t— 4 : F. 0 
Sir Jam. Do, and make yourſelf the Jeſt of 
Servants, expoſe your Reputation to their vile 
Tongues, — which, if you pleaſe, ſhall remain 
ſafe within my Breaſt ; but if with your own 
Noiſe you blaſt it, here I bid Defiance to all Ho- 
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nour and Secrecy, and the firſt Man that enters, 
dies, Tt ( (Strupgles avith her. 
L. Revel. What ſhall I do? Inſtruct me Hea- 
ven. Monſter, 1s this your Friendſhip to my 
Lord? And can you wrong the Woman he adores? 
Sir Fam. Ay, but the Woman does not care a 
Souſe for him; and therefore he has no Right above 
me; I love you as much, and will poſſeſs. 
„L. Revel. Oh! Hold, — Kill me rather than 
deſtroy my Honour; — what Devil has debauch'd 
your Temper ? Or, how has my Carriage drawa 
this Curſe upon me ? What have I done to give 
4: $47 to think you ever ſhould ſucceed this 
ared Way ? 24-7  (Weeps. 
Sir Fam. Why this Queſtion, Madam? Can a 
Lady that loves play ſo pathonately as you do, — 
that rakes as much Pains to draw Men in to loſe 
their Money, as a Town Miſs to their Deftruc- 
HO, —that careſles all Sorts of People for your 
Intereſt, that. divides - your Time between your 
Toilet and Baſſet-Zable; can you, J ſay, boaſt of 
innate Vertue ?-—FtFye, fye, I am ſure you mult 
have gueſs'd for what I play'd ſo deep; 
we never part with our Money without Deſign, — 
or writing Fool upon our Foreheads; therefore 
no more of this Reſiſtance, except you would have 
more Money. | E | 
L. Revel. Oh! horrid. 0 | 
Sir 7am. There was fifty .Guineas in that Purſe, 
Madam, here fifty more; Money ſhall be 
no Diſpute. 8 (Offers her Money . 
L Rexel. (Strikes it down.) Periſh your Money 
with yourſelf. ou Villain there, there; 
take your boaſted Faveurs, which I reſolv'd be- 
fore to have repaid in Specie ; baſeſt of Men, 1˙ 
have your Life for this Affront what ho, with- 
in there. c | 
Sir Jam. Huſh !—*Faith, you'll raiſe the Honſe. 
( Lays holdon her.) And 'tis in vain you're mine; nor 
will I quit this Room till I'm poſſeſs d. Fee 
55 | KRevel. 
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L. Revel. Raiſe the Houſe ? I'll raiſe the World 
in my Defence; help, Murther ! Murther— a 
Rape, a Rape—— | 7: 
[Enter Lord Worthy from another Room with bis 
| \ Sevord drawn.] | 2 
Lord. Ha! Villain, unhand the Lady. or this 
Moment is thy laſt. | 
Sir Jam. Villain, back my Lord — follow me. 
E173: vb | (it. 
L. Revel. By the bright Sun that a you 
ſhall not go—no, you have ſav'd my Vertue, and 
I will preſerve your Life——let the vile Wrerch 


be puniſh'd by viler Hands——your's ſhall not be- 


rophan'd with Blood fo baſe, if I have any 


Power 


Lord. Shall the Traytor live: — Tho- your bar- 
barous Uſage does not merit this from me, yet in 


Conſideration that I lov'd you once—1 will chaſtiſe 


his Inſolence. 1 5 | | 
L. Revel. Once=— Oh 7 ſay not once; do you 


not love me ftill ? Oh how pure your Soul ap- 


ars to me above that deteſted Wretch. (Jeeps 
Sir Jam. (Peeping.) It takes as I cou'd wiſh 
Lord. Yet how have I been ſlighted; every Fop 
preferr'd ro me — Now you diſcover what Jncon- 
veniency your Gaming has brought you into- 
this from me would have been unpardonable Ad- 
vice now you have prov'd it at your own Ex- 
nce. | CFR? 5 1 4: 
L. Revel. T have, and hate myſelf for all my 
Folly—Oh / forgive me—and if ſtill you think me 
worthy of your Heart I here return you 
mine and will this Hour fign it with my 
Hand. Chis 3 | | | | | 
Sir Jam, How J applaud myſelf for this Con- 
trivban ce n * . 
Lord. Oh the tranſporting Joy, it is the only 
Happineſs I cover here. 52 
Haſte then my Charmer, haſte the long' d- for Bliſs. 
The happieſt Minute of my Life is this. (Exit 
1 ir 
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Sir Fam. Ha, ha, ha, ha; how am I cenſur'd 
now for doing this Lady a Piece of Service, in 
forcing that upon her, which only her Vanity and 
Pride reſtrain d. | [345 
So bluſhing Maids refuſe the courted Foy, 

Tho wiſhing Eyes, and preſſing Hands comply; 

Till by ſome Stratagem the Lover gains, L 

What ſhe deny'd to all his amorous Pains. 

[A, Sir James is going off, enter Lady Lucy 

: meeting bim. | | 

Sir Jam. Ha, Lady Lucy /\——Having ſucceeded: 
for my Friend, who knows but this may be my 
lucky Minute too: Madam, you come oppor- 
tunely to hear. (7, akes her by the Hand. 
L.. Lacy. Stand off, bafeſt of Men, I have heard 
too much; coud'ft thou chuſe no Houſe but this, 
to act thy Villanies in? And cou'd'ſt thou offer 
Vows to me, when thy Heart, poifon'd with vi- 
cious Thoughts, harbour'd this Deſign againſt my 
Family ? LE "F 37 | 

Sir am. Very fine, Faith, this is like to be. 
my lucky Minute with a- Witneſs ; but Madam | 

L. Lucy Offer no Excuſe, tis height of Impu- 
dence to look me in the Face. 

Sir Jam. Egad, ſhe loves me Oh! Happy 
Rogue this Concern can proceed from nothing 
elſe. 6 * | (Aide: 
L. Lucy My Heart tilł now unus'd to Paſſion 
fwells with this Affront; wou'd reproach thee. . 
wou'd reproach myſelf, for having harbour'd one 
favourable Thought of thee. 

Sir Jam. Why did you, Madam ?— Egad I owe 
more to her Anger than ever IL did to her Morals. 

L. Lucy. Ha | What have I faid ? 

Sir Jam. The only kind Word you ever utter'd. 

L. Lucy. Yes, Impoſtor; know to thy Confuſion, 
that I did love thee, and fancy'd I diſcover'd. ſome 
Seeds of Vertue amongſt that Heap of Wickedneſs; 
but this laſt Action has betray'd the fond Miſtake, 
and ſhew'd thou art all o'er Fiend. * 
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Sir Jam. Give me leave, Madam 
L. Lucy. Think not this Confeſſion meant to 
advance thy impious Love, but hear my final Re- 
folutiom {© 55: 5 | | . 
Sir Jam. Egad I muſt hear it I find; for 
there's no ſtopping her.. eps =D! 
IL. Lucy. From this Moment I'll never 
Sir Jam. (Clapping his Hand before her Mouth.) 
Nay, nay, nay, after Sentence no Criminal is al- 
low'd to Plead ; therefore I will be heard not 
Guilty, not Guilty, Madam, by—if I don't prove 
that this is all a Stratagem, contriv'd, ſtudy'd, de- 
ſign'd, proſecuted, and put in Execution, to re- 
claim your Couſin, and give my Lord Pofleſhon— 
may you finiſh your Curſe, and I be doom'd to ever- 
laſting Abſence - Egad I'm out of Breath — 
L. Lucy. Oh! Cou'd'ſt thou prove this ? 
Sir Jam. I can, if by the Proof you'll make me 
happy; my Lord Hall convince you. 1 
L. Lucy. To him I will refer it, on this Truth 
your Hopes depend. | 
In vain we ftrive our Paſhons to conceal, 
Our very Paſſions do our Loves reveal; 
When once the Heart yields to the Tyrant's Sway, 
The Eyes or Tongue will ſoon the Flame betray. 
| | „ (Eri. 
Sir Fam. I was never out at a critical Minute in 
my Life. | | 
Enter Mr. Sago and tae Bailiffs meeting Alpiew.] 
Mr. Sago. Hark ye, Miſtreſs, is my Wife here? 
Alp. Truly, I ſhan't give myſelf the Trouble 
of ſeeking her for him, now ſhe has loſt all her 
JOY your Wife is a very indifcreet Perſon, 
ir. | I Ig 
8 of Sago. I'm afraid I ſhall find it fo to my 
oſt. 
Bailiffs. Come, come, Sir, we can't wait all 
Day the Actions are a thouſand Pounds You 
ſhall have Time tô ſend for Bail, and what Friends 


you pleaſe. | 
Mr. 
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Mr. Sago. A thouſand Pounds! ( Enter Jirs. Sago) 
Oh Lambkin.! have you ſpent me a thouſand 
Pounds. yt ara? 

Mrs. Sago. Who, I Pudd ? Oh! undone for 
eVErm— . | 

Mr. Sago. Pudd me no Pudd—Do you owe Mr. 
Taby the Mercer two hundred Pounds, ha ? 
Mrs. Sago. I, I, I don't know the Sum, dear 
Pudd. but, but, but I do owe him ſomething ; 
but I believe he made me pay too dear. | 
Mr. Sago. Oh! thou Wolf kin inſtead of Lamb- 
kin for thou haſt devonr'd my Subſtance ; and 
do'it thou owe Mr. Dollar the Goldſmith three 
hundred Pounds? Do'ſt thou? Ha, ſpeak Ty- 


Mrs, Sago. Sure it can't be quite three hundred 
—_—__ 8 (Cobbing. 


Mr. Sago. Thou Iſland Crocodile thou and do'tt 
thou owe Ratsbane the Vintner an hundred Pounds? 
And were thoſe Hampers of Wine which I re- 
ceiv'd fo joyfully, ſent by thyſelf to thyſelf, ha? 

Mrs. Sago. Yes, indeed, Puddy—1, I, I beg your 
Pardon. A ( Sobbing. 
Mr. Sago. And why did'ſt not thou tell me of 
them, thou Rattle-Snake ?— for they ſay they have 
ſent a hundred Times for their Money — elſe I 
had not been at reſted in my Shop. 

Mrs. Sago. Be, be, be, becauſe I, I, I was afraid, 
dear Puddy. (Crying. 


Mr. Sago. But wer't not thou afraid to ruin me ; ke 
tho', dear Pudd? Ah! I need ask thee no more 


Queſtions, thou Serpent in Petticcats; did I doat 
upon thee for this? Here's a Bill from Callicoe the 
Linnen-Draper ; another from Setavell the Jevel- 
ler from Coupler a Mantua-maker, and Pimpævell 


the Milliner ; a Tribe of Locuſts enough to undo 
a Lord-Mayor. _ | £7 
Mrs. Sago. I hope not, truly, Dear, Dearey I'm 


Mr. 


ſure that's all. 
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Nr. Sago. All, with a P . no Mrs. Jezebel, 
that's not all; there's two hundred Pounds due to 
myſelf for Tea, Coffee and Chocolate, which my 
Journeyman has confeſs'd, ſince your Roguery 
came out that you have imbezzell'd, Houſewife, 
you have; ſo, this comes of your keeping Quality 
Company een let em keep you now, for I have 
done with you, you ſhall come no more within my 
Doors, I prbmiſe yew... W O 5 

Mrs. Sago. Oh! kill me rather; I never did it 
with Deſign to part with you, indeed Puddy. | 
5 1 . ( Sobbing. 
Mr. Sago. No, no, I believe not, whilſt I was 
worth a Groat. Oh! | TY =. 

PITS ( Enter Sir James.) 

Sir Jam. How! Mrs. Sago in Tears, and my 
| homes Friend in Ruffins Hands; the Meaning of 

this? | | HOP | 

Mr. Sago. Oh! Sir ame. my hypocritical 
Wife is as much a Wife as any Wife in the City— 
I'm arreſted here in an Action ofa thouſand Pounds, 
that ſhe has taken up Goods for, and Fru away; 
get out of my Sight, get out of my Sight, I ſay. 

Mrs. Sago. Indeed, and indeed, ( obbing.) Dear 
Paddy, but I cannot—no, here will I hang for ever 
on this Neck. (Flies about his Neck. - 

Mr. Sago. Help, Murder, Murder; why, why, 
What will you collar me? | | 

Sir Fam, Right Woman ; I muſt try to make 
up this Breach—Oh ! Mr. Sago, you are unkind.— 
tis pure Love that Mee 20k your Wife, and 
not ſuch baſe Deſigns as you complain of. 

Mr. Sago. Yes, yes; and ſhe run me in Debt ou 
of pure Love too, no doubt. 

Mrs. Sago. So it was, Pudd, | 

Mr. Sago. What was it (ha, Miſtreſs ) out of 
Love to me that you have undone me? Thou, thou, 
thou, I don't know what to call thee bad enough. 

Mrs. Sago. You won't hear your Keecky out, dear 
Pudd ; it was out of Love for Play — but for 

. Lo, | 
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Lo, Lo, Love to you, dear Pudd; if you'll forgive 
me, I'll ne'er play again. | | 
Crying and Sobbing all the ⁊obile. 
Sir Jam. Nay, now, Sir, you muſt forgive her. 
Mrs. Sago. What! Forgive her that would ſend 
me to Jail? 1 | | 
Sir 7am. No, no, there's no Danger of that, I'll 
bail you, Mr. Sago, and try to compound thoſe 
Debts—You know me, Officers. 4 
Officers. Very well, Sir James, your Worſhip's 
Worn is Rulliciene: 7 33 4 | 
Sir Fam. There's your Few then, leave here 
your Priſoner, I'Il ſee him forth-coming, . 
Officers. With all our Hearts; your Servant, Sir. 
| wr +5 - (Exit. 
Mr. Sago. Ah thou wicked Woman, how I have 
doared on thoſe Eyes ! How often have I kneel'd to 
kiſs that Hand! Ha, is not this true, Xeecky ? 
Mrs. Sago. Yes, Deary, I, I, I, I do conteſs it. 
Mr. Sago. Did ever I refuſe to grant whatever 
thou ask'd me? | 
Mrs. Sago. No, never, Pudd— (WPeeps fill, 
Mr. Sago. om 1 thou not have eaten Gold, 
as the Saying is, ha? Oh Keecky, Keecky ! | 
” | HTS (Ready to aveep. 
Sir Jam. Leave Crying, and wheedle him, Ma- 
dam, wheedle him. 
Mrs. Sago. I do confeſs it; and can't you forgive 
your Keecky then, that you have been ſo tender 
of, that you ſo often conteſt your Heart has jump'd 
up to your Mouth when you have heard my Beauty 
1 5 
5 Mr. Sago. So it has, I profeſs, Str Tame — I be- 
gin to melt do; I am a good-natur'd Fool, that's 
the Truth on't : But if I ſhould forgive you, what 
would you do to make me amends ? For that fair 
Face, if I turn you out of Doors, will quickly be 4 
cheaper Drug than any in my Shop. 4 
Sir Fam. And not maintain her half fo well 
promiſe largely, Madam. (Je Mrs. Sago. 


Mrs. 
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Mrs. Sago. I'll love you for ever, Dear. 
Mr. Sago. But you'll jig to Covent- Garden again. 
Mrs. Sago. No, indeed, I won't come within the 
Air on't, but take up with City Acquaintance, rail 
at the Court, and go twice a Week with Mrs. Out- 
ide to Pinmakers-hall. = | 
Mr. Sago. That would rejoyce my Hearr. | 
| ö (Ready to weep. 
Sir Jam. See, if the good Man is not ready to 
weep ; your laft Promiſe has conquer'd—— Come, 
come, Buſs and be Friends, and end the Matter— 
I'm glad the Quarrel is made up, or I had had her 
upon my Hands. 1 Ad. 
Mrs. Sago. Pudd, don't you hear Sir Fames, 
„ AS 
Mr. Sago. I can hold no longer. Yes, I do 
hear him, — come then to the Arms of thy nown 
„ Kun into one another's Arms. 
Sir Jam. Now all's well; and for your Comfort, 
Lady Reveller is by this Time married to my Lord 
HY/orthy, and there will be no more Gaming, I aſſure 
you, in that Houſe. | OW: 
Mr. Sago. Joys upon Joys. Now if theſe Debts 
were but accommodated, I ſhould be happier than 
ever; I ſhould indeed, Keecky. 
Sir am. Leave that to me, Mr. Sago, I have 
won Part of your Wife's Money; and will that 


b. reſtore it you. 


Mr. Sago. I thank you, good Sir James, I believe 
you/ are the firſt Gameſter that ever refunded, _ 
Irs. Sago. Generouſly done, Fortune hag 
brought me off this Time, and I'll never truſt her 
more. + ” 
Sir Jam. But ſee the Bride and Bridegroom. 
[Enter Lord Worthy and Lady Reveller, Lady 
| Lucy, Buckle, Alpiew.] 5 
L. Lucy. This Match which I have now been 
Witneſs to, is what I long have wiſh'd; your 


Courſe of Lite muſt of Neceſſity be chang d. 
+3 
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L. Revel. Ha, Sir James here ! — Oh, if you 
love me, my Lord, let us avoid that Brute; you 
muſt not meet him. i 

Sir Fam. Oh, there's no Danger, Madam.— 
My Lord, I wiſh you Joy with all my Heart; we 
1 quarrel'd to make you Friends, Madam, ha, 

a, ha. . 3 | 
L. Revel. What, am I trick'd into a Marriage 

Lord. Not againſt your Will, IJ hope. | 

L. Revel. No, I forgive you; tho had I been 
aware of it, it ſhould have coſt you a little more 
Ras. 8 | 
Lord. I wiſh I could return thy Plot, and make 
this Lady thine, Sir James. „ INS 
Sir Jam. Then I ſhould be paid with Intereſt, 
my Lord. 185 * 70 
L. Lucy. My Fault is Conſideration you know, I 
muſt think a little longer on't. | 5 

Sir Fam. And my whole Study ſhall be to im- 

ove thoſe par a to my own Advantage. 

Mr. Sago. I wiſh your Ladyſhip Joy, and hope I 
ſhall keep my Keecky to myſelf now. 5 
Lady. With all my Heart, Mr. Sago, ſhe has had 

ill Luck of late, which I am ſorry Ne | PTE. 
Mr. Sago. My Lord Worthy will confine your 
Ladyſhip from Play as well as I, and my Injun- 
ction will be more eaſy when I have your le 

Buckle. Nay, tis Time to throw up the Cards 
when the Game's out. A 

[ Enter. Sir Richard, Captain Hearty, Lovely, 
* and Valeria. 

Capt. Well, Sir James, the Danger's over; we 
have doubled the Cape, and my Kinſman is ſailing 
directly to the Port. un 

Sir 7am. A boon be, F 5 

Sir Rich. Tis done, and my Heart is at Eaſe.— 
Did you ever ſee ſuch a perverſe Baggage? Look 
in his Face, I ſay, and thank your Stars; tor their 
beſt Influences gave you this Husband. þ 
| a ov. 
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Lov. Will not Valeria look upon me ? She us d 
to be more kind when we have fſh'd for Eels in 
Ving, r Cs 
Val. My Lovely, is it thee! And has natural 
Sympathy forborn to inform my Senſe thus long? 
42 | nba ( Flies to him. 
Sir Rich. How ! How ! This Lovely? What, does 
it prove the Enſign I have ſo carefully avoided? 
Lovely. Yes, Sir, the ſame ; I hope you may be 
brought to like a Land-Soldier, as well as a S2a- 
man. | 3 
Sir Rich. And, Captain, have you done this? 
Capt. Ves, Faith, ſhe was too whimſical for our 
Element; her hard Words might have conjur'd 
up a Storm for ought I know, —— ſo I have ſet 
her aſhore. =} | 5 | 
L. Revel. What, my Uncle deceiv'd with his 
Stock of Wildom't ha, ha, la.. 
Buckle. Here's ſuch a Coupling, Mrs. Alpieev, 
han't you a Month's Mind? | 
Mrs, Alp. Not to you, I aſſure you. . 
Buckle, I was but in Jeſt,, Child ; ſay Nay, when 
you're ask*d. - «7 Tony | 
Sir am. The principal Part of this Plot was 
mine, Sir Richard. . 
Sir Rich, Wou'd *twas in my Power to hang you 
for't. | | (Aſide. 
Sir Jam. And I have no Reaſon to doubt you 
ſhould repent it; he is a Gentleman, tho' a 
ounger Brother; he loves yonr Daughter, and ſhe 
im, which has the beſt Face of Happineſs in a 
marry'd State; you like a Man of Honour, and 
be has as much as any one, that I aſſure you, Sir 
Richard. E 3 85 | | 
Sir Rich. Well, ſince. what's paſt ig paſt Recal, I 
had as good be ſatisfied as not; therefore take her, 
and ble ye rogethEF. ir. 7 If 
Lord. So now each Man's Wiſh is crown'd, but 
mine with double Joy. | 


- 


Capt. 
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To- night ſteady, ſteady, ha, ha. 


3 Buckle. I doubt Keecky won't find him ſuc | 3 


When Spouſe had left em, all their Friends were 


Phen all you Wives that wou'd avoid my Fate, 


* 


72 The Baſſet- Table. 
Capt. Well ſaid, Sir Richard, let's have a Bowl of 
Punch, and drink to the Bridegroom's good Voyage 


T reckon myſelf a Bridegroom too. 


„Mr. Sago. III take a Glaſs with you, Captain,— 


ibn) | ide. 

Mrs. Sago. Well, poor Keecky's bound to a» 
o -j4 5: 72 6, CEARanIvur, 
Or ſhe had quite loft her Puddy's F avour. 


Shall I for this repine at Fortune No, 
I'm glad at Heart that I'm forgiven ſo. , 
Some Neighbours Wives have but too lately ſhewn, 


| (flown, 


Remain contented with your preſent State. 


Nn 


